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I rose and turned to face him. Let him look 
at my sweet nudity all he wanted. To hell 
with modesty. I was searching out a good 
fighting ground—and damned determined 
not to let this muscle-bound biker rape little 
old me, 


‘As Spike reached for me, I caught his left 
arm and right shoulder with my hands. At 
the same time I swung my left foot around 
behind me. As he started to tumble sideways 
I went down on my left knee and yanked 
viciously. My graceful hizi otoshi sent Spike 
through the air upside down. 


The big hulk came to in a while and began 
cursing. I sat poised on a rock, smiling 
sweetly, and spread my legs a little wider. 
“You think you’re tough,” I said, “well, I’m 
going to rape you, you bastard!” 


And squatting naked over the brute, my 
fingers tightening and loosening around his 
treat, I felt his hips begin to quiver.... 
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Chapter 1 


They lay naked on the hard ground, bound hand and 
foot. 

These four young men who fancied themselves as 
tough guys were just aching for my touches. They were 
eyeballing me for all they were worth, because I was 
naked, too. I walked around on the pine-needled ground, 
letting them study the way my breasts bobbled and the 
shapeliness of my legs that merged into gorgeously curved 
hips. 

_ Their youthful bodies were telling me quite plainly how 
attractive they thought I was. Their compliments stood up 
fiercely, mute but honest. I smiled down at them, enjoying 
the sight of their helpless arousal with the warm Califor- 
nia sun beating down through the spruce trees onto my 
suntanned hide. 

“T’m going to rape you, you bastards,” I snarled. 

I stepped toward the first of the four, a young man with 
long blond hair and a baby face look. His blue eyes ate at 
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me, concentrating on my blond Venus boskage. I stepped 
over his face and squatted down. He moaned as I reached 
out and closed my fingers around his upstanding self, 

My name is Eve Drum. I am a member of the League 
of Underground Spies and Terrorists. I am a spy lady and 
a trouble-shooter for that organization. Right now I was 
in California somewhere east of Monterey. Of late I have 
been assigned to the Science Division of L.U.S.T. Science 
Division had ordered me to the Golden Gate State to 
check out a story about polluted lake waters and learn 
what had happened to two of the team’s scientists who 
had managed to get themselves beaten up when they 
asked too many questions, 

Two days before I’d been driving my rented Camaro 
along Seventeen Mile Drive, that lovely highway that 
twists its ribbony path between the Monterey pines. I was 
on my way to Soledad, a small industrial town in the 
heart of the lakes country, a part of which was a very 
lovely Lake Soledad. I had landed at Monterey Airport, 
rented the Camaro there, and come straight on for my 
destination. 

The day was perfect, sunny and warm, with a faint 
breeze stirring the tops of the pines and cedars. The Ca- 
maro top was down, the wind whipped by blond tresses 
hither and yon, and pressed my hopsack shirt close to my 
C-cupped breasts. I was headed north of Monterey along 
the coastal highway leaving that colorful peninsula and 
Big Sur behind. My route lay eastward through Salinas 
Country and along 152 and then 99 to Fresno. I was in 
no particular hurry, I was feeling groovy without any spe- 
cial desire to go to work. 

And yet, work was calling. I felt its tug passing through 
Fresno and traveling east on 180, I hit Wonder Valley 
country and then there were big sequoia trees in view, 
with Sequoia National Park off to my right. North of that 
was Kings Canyon National Park. It was one of the most 
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scenic spots in the whole country, and I enjoyed every 
second of it, but I also told myself I was here because this 
lovely land was being polluted. 

Northwest of these two national parks is a fairyland of 
little lakes and rivers sandwiched in between them and 
Yosemite, It is a favorite spot for fishermen and tourists, 
or would be if industry had not reared its ugly head and 
begun polluting the sky-blue waters adjacent to it. Since 
those waters were linked by rivers, the authorities were 
afraid their national forest lakes would become polluted 
as well. 

My objective was Lake Soledad on the fringe of the 
Sierra National Forest, and one of those lakes being pol- 
luted, Science Division hoped that I might succeed where 
those two scientists had not; I was accustomed to fighting 
international spies and their hired bullies, the scientists 
were not. 

Then I was in Soledad land. 

My first view of the lake was breathtaking; it lay like a 
blue mirror on the land between shores stuffed with hem- 
locks and spruces, pines and cedars. The air was fragrant 
with a perfume of growing things. My foot went to the 

‘ brake, I slowed the Camaro and stared at that water in 
something like sheer ecstasy. 

A green peace lay upon these woods. It gave off an 
aura I could feel, even with a hot, tired, dirty body inside 
my hopsack shirt and belted skirt, all by Peppertree. It 
was in the sunbeams dancing on that cool blue water. It 
came into my mind and heart, gently and easily, like a 
land zephyr. 

My body wanted in that water. j 

My mini bikini was in my luggage in the car trunk but 
this was a lonely spot along this lake road, there didn’t 
seem to be anybody within miles. I would go skinny dip- 
ping, I love the feel of water on my bare body, and this 
was too good an opportunity to pass up. 
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I turned off the main road onto a dirt path just wide 
enough for the Camaro. The shock absorbers and springs 
took a beating but I finally wedged the car in under the 
low branches of a couple of spruce trees. I got out and 
breathed in the air. It was like wine. I stretched my arms 
high over my head and wriggled in my sense of anticipa- 
tion. 

I took off my hopsack shirt. Then my fingers went to 
the hem of my belted plum skirt. Up came the Peppertree 
creation and off, to be placed neatly across the seat of the 
Camaro. This left me in my Olga brassiere and panty- 
hose. I slithered out of those and removed my David 
Evins oxfords. Naked, I began my walk over a floor of 
pine needles to the edge of the lake. I put my bare feet on 
a flat rock and got ready to dive. 

That was when I saw the dead fish. 

It was floating belly-up in the lake, and beyond it was 
another and then another. For the first time I could see a 
kind of slime on the lake and it dawned on me that this 
lovely body of water was polluted with a deadly poison. I 
felt like retching. 

I had been looking forward to my swim. I knew a sense 
of frustration and then a flood of hot, red fury shook me, 
What kind of kooks were those who had poisoned this lit- 
tle bit of aquatic heayen? Didn’t they have any souls? 
What made them tick? A cash register for a heart? It 
touched my mind that I was here about this very thing, to 
catch somebody in the act of polluting these waters and 
bring them to justice under the California state anti-pol- 
lution laws. 

I squatted down, studying the water. 

It was slimy all right, filled with a lot of algae and 
scummy green stuff. Pollutants increase the algae in the 
water. Fish feed upon algae, But unfortunately for the 
fish, the algae also sops up the oxygen which the fish need 
to live. Not only that, but certain waste products dumped 


8 


by some of these industrial concerns also make the water 
poisonous for human beings, And our government and 
concerned ecologists take a very dim view of such pro- 
ceedings. - 

“Hey, hey,” said a voice behind me. 

I turned my head. 

Four youthful motorcyclists were standing with hands 
on hips and grinning at me. They wore tight chinos and 
black wool turtleneck jerseys, and over the jerseys were 
black leather motorcycle jackets. Behind them and to one 
side I could make out their bikes. Two Triumphs, a 
Honda and a Harley-Davidson. Their helmets were 
hanging on their handlebars. 

“Get lost,” I snapped. 

One of the four, a big blond boy with long hair and a 
baby face, grinned at me. His blue eyes roamed up and 
down my legs and hips. They ate at my breasts. His 
friends were just as eyeball eager. One was a short boy 
with curly brown hair and thick lips. Another was tall and 
lean, with a hard face hidden behind a scraggly beard. 
The fourth youth was blond, slightly older than the oth- 
ers, 

“She’s got no shame,” leered the short boy. 

“But she’s got a shape,” said the tall, lean one. 

“Ain’t had no nookey in a long time,” mused the 
oldest. 

“Nobody to see, nobody to hear,” said Baby Face. 

I rose from my squatting position and turned to face 
them. Let them look all they wanted. To hell with modes- 
ty. I was searching out a good fighting ground, because I 
was damned determined they weren’t going to rape little 
old me. 

“Look, fellows,” I cajoled, figuring I might try the 
honey bit, “fun’s fun and all that. You’ve had your look. 
Now go home before something happens to you.” 

“TI do believe she’s warning us.” 


“Yeah, she’s probably got a couple of cops hidden in 
her car trunk. You think she’s got any cops hidden in her 
car trunk, Rog?” asked the older blond youth. 

The tall lean boy laughed coldly. “I don’t think so, 
Pete. What do you say, Spike?” 

The short dark boy edged closer. The lust was easy to 
see in his hot brown eyes, in his quivering lips. “I say we 
cut out the talk and get down to it. I'm just about 
burstin’, seein’ her like that.” His hands opened and 
closed. 

I said, “Boys, behave yourselves. I tell you I don’t want 
to hurt you, but if you force me to I will.” 

Rog let out a shrill wail of delight. “Man, she terrifies 
me. She honestly scares the living bejesus out of me. Now 
you be careful, Spike. Dont get too close to her.” 

J am a wearer of the Sixth Dan red and white belt in 
judo. I am also more than somewhat familiar with karate 
and savate, I can break six wooden planks with the edge 
of my girlish hand. I could have killed all four of these - 
brash youngsters if I'd wanted. I have killed with my bare 
hands and feet in many countries on the face of this 
Earth. I have faced and overcome secret agents who 
would have made all four of these cyclists look like in- 
fants. 

As Spike reached for me, I caught his left arm and his 
right shoulder with my hands. At the same time I swung 
my left foot around in back of me. As he started to tum- 
ble sideways I went down on my left knee and yanked vi- 
ciously to complete the hizi otoshi or the elbow drop. 

Spike went through the air upside down. He came 
down in shallow water, across a couple of stones. He just 
lay there. 

“Now go home, boys,” I smiled. 

Rog and Pete and Baby Face looked at each other in 
stunned disbelief. They had visualized some fun, some 
four-way rape. I know men. I have made it my business 
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to study them, and things like this hang sometimes on the 
effect of a word or even the way a girl may smile. 

“She wants us to go home.” 

“You think we oughta?” 

“T think we should teach her good.” 

They started walking toward me. 

I guess they figured I'd turn tail, run into the lake or 
something equally kooky, but I didn’t. I ran right at them. 
They halted in shocked surprise, which was all the help I 
really needed. 

The edge of my hand took Rog across his neck. He 
went down, choking and gagging while I kicked Pete in 
the side of his knee, making him bend over. I caught his 
right arm, banged down on it with my elbow and then 
brought my bare knee into his hip. 

He fell down alongside Rog. 

Baby Face was gawking at me, his hands going to the 
broad leather belt around his lean middle. I moved to- 
ward him, hands out. 

“Go home, little boy,” I said softly. 

“What are you, some kinda lady wrestler?” 

He was talking to distract me, figuring that I wouldn’t 
see him slipping off his leather belt and doubling it up. I 
waited until he raised the belt to swing it at me, then 
hurled myself through the air at him, sideways. My legs 
caught his hips in a scissors grip and I kicked backward, 
He went down on his spine. 

I was off and turning in a second. 

My hand chopped down at his nose. Not hard enough 
to break it, but hard enough to hurt like hell. Tears of 
pain sprang into his eyes. I got off him and turned to see 
how the others might be doing. 

Spike was still stretched out on the bottom stones in 
the lake. Rog was bent over, gagging, trying to get his 
wind back, Pete was rising to his feet. His face was twist- 
ed in ugly fashion and his right hand was fumbling inside 
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his motorcycle boot. It came free with an ivory-handled 
hunting knife. 

“T’m gonna carve you, lady,” he rasped, 

I laughed at him, and he snarled, coming for me. I let 
him thrust with his knife arm, then I stepped sideways 
and kicked his right leg hard with the heel of my bare 
right foot. He winced in pain, swung around, 

Me, I went off my feet. 

My right foot went out, straight at his jaw. It landed so 
hard he went back as if somebody’d pulled at him. He 
went down and lay on his back staring sightlessly at the 
blue sky and the treetops high above him. He was out 
cold. 

I stepped toward Baby Face, grabbed a hand full of his 
hair. “Get them undressed. Pronto!” 

His big blue eyes goggled at me. I murmured sweetly, 
“If you don’t, I’m going to use you for some more judo 
practice. Or karate. Or savate, It’s up to you.” 


He aimed a blow at me. I caught his outflung arm, 
turned and dropped to one knee, swinging him into the 
seoi otoshi, the kneeling shoulder throw. He arched 
through the air and landed on the kneeling Rog. They 
both went down onto a rock. 

All my attackers were unconscious. 

I would have to undress them myself. This I did, after 
searching in their bike saddlebags and finding some good 
strong rope. I noticed as I yanked off their black leather 
jackets that their backs were emblazoned with the words 
VALLEY OUTLAWS and a picture of a domino mask. 
I tied their ankles together and their wrists and I dragged 
them under the branches to a little clearing. 

Leven spread Spike’s clothes out to dry. 

They came to in a little while and began cursing. I 
smiled sweetly at them, sitting on a flat rock with my legs 
spread apart so they could see my con and react to it like 
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males. They reacted pretty good, considering, and I took 
it as a compliment. 

“You studs think you’re so great,” I mocked. “One lit- 
tle girl, I took you all. I thought you bikeriders were 
tough.” 

Rog snarled, “We’re tough enough.” 

I had me an idea in the back of my skull, The two sci- 
entists the League had sent here to check the polluted 
lake waters for Science Division had been beaten up pretty 
badly and scared off. I felt these Valley Outlaws might be 
the muscle behind those beatings. 

“How tough? You beat up anybody, ever?” 

Baby Face asked, “Why you want to know that?” 

I thought he sounded scared. I spread my legs a little 
wider and beamed a flirtatious glance down at him. He 
stared where I wanted him to look, and he got a little 
fuzzy in his thinking. I shrugged, making my breasts bob- 
ble up and down. 

“T don’t know. I’ve heard so much about you cyclists I 
figured you were all like hairy apes, you know.” 

Pete muttered, “Don’t talk, Duke.” 

“Ts that your name, Duke?” I asked Baby Face. When 
he nodded, I said, “Come on, level with me. How many 
guys you fellows ever beat up? One? Two? Even older 
guys, maybe?” 

“What are you, some kinda spy?” snapped Spike. 

I got to my feet and walked toward the short dark boy. 
I stood over his face so he could look up between my legs 
and I said, “You aren’t much of a man, Spike. How come 
these other studs let you tag along with them?” 

Spike swore softly and fluently. 

“You couldn’t beat up an egg with a Mixmaster,” I 
told him, walking down his body with spraddled legs, 
giving him a good look. I walked away from him toward 
Rog and stood there staring down at him. He was aching, 
his merry go-up was a standing treat, 
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“I doubt you could beat up anything either,” I told 
him. He just lay there and his eyes ate at my nudity while 
the sweat stood out in big drops on his forehead. 

The boys were not talking. Not nohow. 

So I walked around naked for a little more, letting 
them strain their eyeballs. Then I said, “You four are 
cruds, Dirty cruds. I’m going to rape you, you bastards.” 

And so.... 

I squatted naked over Baby Face with my fingers 
tightening and loosening around his fiddle-bow. His hips 
began to quiver. I inched forward, still in that spraddle- 
legged strut, and halted right above his pointer. I still held 
onto his extended maleness, but I had to be careful while 
I was doing that. 

I was wearing a very special kind of signet ring on my 
right hand. The signet was exceptionally large because 
inside it, cleverly hidden as a bevel, was a tiny, razor- 
sharp, crescent shaped steel blade. That steel was honed 
to an extraordinary sharpness, it was one of the secret 
weapons L.U.S.T. had devised for me in case of need. 

I could slash with it, use it to gouge, drive it like a 
tiney dagger into anyone I hit with my fist while that 
blade was out. But I didn’t want to castrate Baby Face, 
which I might have done if the spring-bevel came un- 
locked. My hand held him, my fingers gripped, tightening 
and loosening, but I made sure the knife-ring stayed just 
a pretty little ornament. 

I wondered how Baby Face might react if he knew 
what I could do to his duker. I almost asked him if that 
was how he got his name, a ‘duker’ being a rather im- 
pressive part of the male anatomy. 

But enough of buffing the dog. 

I inched forward on my bare feet, still hunkered over 
him. I duck-waddled a path down his body until I was 
poised above his excitement. Then I lowered myself 
slowly, my back to him in the approved method of Venus 
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reversa, which Livia Drusilla adopted with the Emperor 
Caesar Augustus, and which was captured on a cameo by 
the great gem-cutter Apollonius. 

Then I began to tease him, because I didn’t want him 
to have all this fun without a little suffering, considering 
what he’d been so eager to do to me. 

“Aren't you ashamed, little boy?” I asked. “The big 
man is being used by a little girl the way you wanted to 
use her, Shame on you!” 

I posted up and down, enjoying myself no end. In the 
League of Underground Spies and Terrorists they have 
nicknamed me ‘Oh Oh Sex.’ I enjoy the buffeting game, I 
teally dig a good flesh session. I was right in the groove 
and bouncing up and down. 

Baby Face was enjoying himself, too, He’d have to be 
dead, not to; besides, my constrictor cunnae muscles 
were working overtime. I don’t know whether he’d ever 
had a nutcracker woman before, or a cassenoisette, as the 
French folks say. His hips were thumping away on the 
ground as he lent himself to our rantipole riding. 

His buddies were staring with goggle eyes, enjoying 
what they saw with an enchanting show of martymachlian 
maleness, which means they got a big bang out of seeing 
me and Baby Face working together. I ogled them as I 
sawed away on my phallic partner. I saw that Rog had 
rolled over until he lay just beyond Baby Face’s bare feet. 

His face was twisted in an amoral grimace. He was al- 
most dying of honeyslot hunger. I giggled as a thought 
touched my mind. I leaned backward, propping myself 
with my hands and arms on either side of Baby Face’s 
chest. I drew my legs up until I was just sitting there let- 
ting my interior muscles work on him. Then I extended 
my feet. 

My bare soles came together on Rog where he was 
straining to be a part of the action. There are foot wor- 
shippers in the jungle of kerkos kooks. That famed 
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French writer, Restif de la Bretonne has said it all in his 
long-banned novel, The Perverted Peasant. Fetishists 
abound all over the world. Those who go for the feet and 
what they can do are known as podophilemiacs. 

I didn’t know whether Rog was a podophilemiac, but I 
put my whole heart and both soles into my massage. He 
shook and quivered, he howled with his head thrown 
back and his eyes closed. He was on the point of per- 
forming what the ancient Chaldeans knew as zermiah 
when I drew my feet away. 

Beneath me, Baby Face was doing some yelling him- 
self, His body was strutted in the coital spasm, his voice 
was a wail of hunk happiness. I had to reciprocate, I 
planted my feet on the forest floor and did the yo-yo bit. 

When I got off him, Baby Face was only half con- 
scious. 

I went to Rog, pushed him over on his back and 
mounted him. He was so excited that I no sooner went 
up and down than he was screaming out his own hymn to 
all the love goddesses. I sat there employing my inner 
strengths until he collapsed. 

“Me next,” Pete was yelling. 

“No, me,” shrieked Spike. 

“You boys ought to be ashamed, letting a girl rape 
you.” I scolded, walking toward the pleading Pete. “You 
fellows are supposed to be he-men, and the saying has it 
that seduction is for sissies while he-men like their rape. 
Haven’t you ever heard about that?” 

“Well, you’re raping us, ain’t you?” 

“Yeah, lady—so let’s just do your thing, hey?” 

I had to admit, they were very anxious. It does a girl 
good to see nice young men all bothered about her 
charms and desperately needing a bit of handicooting. I 
moved over Pete, started to sit down on his quivering 
self. 


16 


“Tell me, Pete,” I wheedled. “How many men have 
you boys beaten up? I won’t tell anyone.” 

It was an exquisite torture for the poor guy. He could 
see me poised to pleasure him, only waiting for him to 
say the words I wanted to hear. I had’a strong hunch 
these Valley Outlaws were the strong-arms behind the 
rough stuff which had frightened off a couple of scientists 
already from the Lake Soledad area, and this seemed as 
good a time as any to break one of their number down to 
a confession. 

Of course, the confession wouldn’t hold up in a law 
court, I hadn’t explained their rights and privileges, and I 
certainly hadn’t offered to hire them a lawyer. But all I 
wanted was a hint, I would carry the ball from there and 
go get my own proof. 

Pete shook his head back and forth. “I wish I could 
tell you yes, lady—because I’m just about dying there. 
But I can’t. Us Valley Outlaws ain’t never beaten up no- 
body.” 

Despite his triple negative, I believed him. 

I dropped downward. Pete went, “Ahhhhhhh!” 

This was the formal St. George position I was in, sit- 
ting on the recumbent male and facing him. I could 
watch every nuance of expression on his face, studying 
the backdrawn lips, the crinkled eyes, the flaring nostrils. 
His hips were pounding dirt, he was doing all he could to 
make my ride enjoyable. Off to one side, little Spike was 
staring with popping eyes, mouth open. 

Tt struck me suddenly that one or two of these boys 
might have been male virgins, despite their big talk. Baby 
Face looked mighty young, hardly more than sixteen or 
seventeen. Spike, too. Rog I took for about twenty-two, 
and Pete for maybe twenty. I had Rog tabbed as the 
tough one, the leader, although Baby Face was somewhat 
bigger and maybe even stronger. But Baby Face was 
young. : 
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In certain primitive societies—and even in some not so 
primitive today—a man thinks it a very shameful thing to 
be flat on his back with a woman astride him during their 
coital congress. Somehow, these mistaken ones have the 
notion that this places the woman in a dominant position 
and such a thought offends male pride, And yet, because 
of the greater penetration involved, and the fact that the 
woman (whom the man is supposed to be pleasing) can 
move around with greater freedom and so adjust the 
saber strokes to please herself, this is one of the all-time 
great postures, in my book. 

The Arabs, who look with suspicion on this position, 
nevertheless have several terms for it. There is the el lou- 
labi, where the woman sits upright on and facing the 
man, resting on her arms and hand so as not to touch his 
body; there is also the Kkechef el astine, in which the 
woman sits astride the man with her back to his face, as 
Yd done short minutes ago with Baby Face. There are 
some others, but the idea is the same. 

My hips circled and looped. Pete became my slave for 
life. I don’t think he even guessed at the pleasure a guy 
can have with a doll, if the doll knows her stuff. And as 
Oh Oh Sex, I am tuned in and turned on to hep happy- 
hopping. 

I took my time with him, it was still the middle of the 
afternoon and I was in no special hurry to get to town, It 
might be a long time since I had an opportunity to live up 
to my reputation like this; I meant to make the most of it. 

However, my partner was a mite too eager. 

He shook and shuddered and it was over. 

“Me,” begged Spike. 

I walked toward him. I said, “What will the rest of the 
Outlaws say when you tell them a little bitty girl did this 
to you big four strong guys?” 

“Nobody’ll ever know,” he panted, studying my 
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forested fork. “You don’t think we'll tell anybody, do 
you. We ain’t crazy, lady.” 

I filed the info away in the back of my head, telling 
myself it might come in handy sometime. I murmured, 
“Tm tired of riding rantipole.” 

“Huh?” 

“Get up, boy,” I ordered, and helped him to his feet. 
“Hop over to that flat rock.” 

I walked to the rock, bent over and put my hands palm 
down on the sun-warmed stone. My thighs opened. Spike 
just stood there, staring. I had to tell him what to do, to 
get behind me and just stand there. I reached between my 
legs, put him in place. 

“Like the bunny rabbits,” I giggled. 

“Ye-ye-yeah,” Spike panted. 

In this coitus a tergo method, in which man imitates 
the animals in his search for pleasure, it is the female 
who places herself in the subservient position. A lot of 
females—especially those who classify themselves as the 
New Feminists—would never consent to it. To me, the 
name of the game is fun, and I get a bang out of variety. 

But those New Feminists— 

Well, they feel they have been put upon by men over 
the centuries, they have been made servants of the male, 
dominated by him. And in this rebellious age, they have 
banded together to do something about it. These militant 
females deplore the articles in the national magazines, 
they conduct sit-ins to get articles printed which they 
want to see. They consider themselves as liberators of 
their own sex. 

All this is fine by me. If this is the way they play their 
game, great. But I feel I know better. I am a woman, I 
am made for sex fun with an eager male. I do not consid- 
er myself put upon when a male wants to bed down with 
me; I take it as a compliment. I know about NOW and 
WRAP and WITCH; I just don’t think they are for me, 
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or for most women who are women and not hipped on 
‘sexism’ as an insult to their femininity. 

All this time Spike was performing valiantly, but there 
came a moment when his excitement just got too much 
for him. He gave a wild shout, huddled his loins against 
me and shed his gravy. I pushed hard with my fanny and 
he fell backward. 

I walked away from him. 

Maybe the Néw Feminists would approve of me after 
all, I thought. ’'d had my fun with them, they hadn’t so 
much as laid a finger on me. I was the new woman, the 
liberated lady who took her joys where she found them, 
who compelled the men in her life to do what she wanted. 

As a last gesture of my domination over these Valley 
Outlaws, I stopped at their motorbikes and unscrewed a 
sparkplug from each one. These sparkplugs I tossed out 
into the lake. Let the bullyboys see how they liked push- 
ing their machines all the way to town. 

I got dressed and marched to the Camaro. 

I backed out of the woods, turned onto the dirt road 
and raised dust as I moved toward the highway. The fun- 
and-games time was over; it was time I put my thinking 
cap on and decided how I was going to handle the situa- 
tion confronting me. 

Somebody or something was polluting the waters of 
Lake Soledad. It was my job to find out who—and to stay 
un-beat-up at the, same time. David Anderjanian, who is 
more or less my unofficial boy friend and also my contact 
man in the organization, was very clear and explicit about 
this. 

“We suspect the Parker Chemical Company, to tell the 
truth. There are two chemical plants and two plastics fac- 
tories in the Soledad area. One of them is the guilty party, 
mabe they all are. But nobody can learn anything.” “ 

“You'd think some of the local people would know,” I 
pointed out. 
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“They do. Oh, they do, indeed. But their jobs are on 
the line, to say nothing of their lives. If anyone spilled his 
guts, he’d be dead by morning. We’ve already sent two 
pollution experts in, but somebody worked them over 
with brass knuckles and lead pipes. One of them may be 
paralyzed for life. 

“Tt isn’t a nice thing to think about. My hunch is, the 
guilty party is working on a time schedule. He can’t hope 
to keep the authorities off forever. But if he can finish 
what he’s doing and collect his profit for the contracts he 
already had, he will risk prosecution under the California 
anti-pollution law.” 

“So I go in and prove his guilt.” 

David Anderjanian smiled as‘Nero might have smiled 
when he gave the signal hurling the Christian martyrs to 
the lions. I felt like bopping him. 

Now I was ten miles from the town of Soledad and 
moving at fifty per hour along the highway. Lake Sole- 
dad was-one of those bodies of water in and around the 
Sequoia National Park area, not part of it except as sur- 
rounding countryside. The town itself had a population of 
about five thousand, and practically every person worked 
for the chemical plants or the factories. 

T knew I was in enemy land. There wouldn’t be a 
happy face anywhere I looked. My coming threatened 
their jobs. I could understand their reactions, but I had 
my own job to worry about. And when I remembered 
how much I wanted a swim in that blue lakewater and the 
dead fish and the scum and overgrown algae, I stuck out 
my jaw and mentally dared them to do their damnedest to 
stop me. 

The Camaro purred along the highway. This is gor- 
geous country out here, wild and free the way it used to 
be a long time ago when only the Modocs roamed these 
wooded hills. Water and trees, trees and water, formed a 
great series of mountains and valleys and plains here be- 
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tween the San Joaquin valley and Nevada. It inspires awe, 
it renews confidence in this Earth of ours; here, there can 
be no question of a polluted planet.’ Or so it seems. 

But— 

There was pollution, there was death for fish and man 
in the deadly waters of lovely Lake Soledad. And men 
wanted it that way! That was the incredible, the almost 
unbelievable fact, Man himself was destroying this primi- 
tive paradise. It was as if he were burning his own home 
down around his ears. 

As I was slowing down, coming into the town limits, T 
heard the putt-putt of a motorcycle overtaking the Ca- 
maro. I put eyes to the rearview mirror, wondering which 
of my four Valley Outlaws had got his bike working 
again. 

This was a stranger coming up, he wore a white Buco 
International helmet and a Boarskin riding jacket. There 
was a tinted face shield that hid his features attached to 
the helmet. He was astride a powerful Harley-Davidson 
Electra Glide, a chrome and green and white monster that 
ate uv distance with frightening ease. 

I was hitting sixty at this point. He went past me as if I 
were standing still. His big bike must have been nudging 
ninety, at least. 

There was a gap of about a hundred yards between us 
when a boy on a bicycle came out of a sidestreet in a 
wide turn. He cut right in front of the fast-traveling Har- 
ley. The breath caught in my throat. Instinctively, I 
braked the Camaro. 

The big motorcycle hit the bicycle and hurled it, a 
twisted, broken mass of shattered wheels and spokes and 
bars, fully fifty feet through the air. The boy was hurled 
about half that far. He landed with a sodden thud on the 
edge of the road and never moved. . 

The Harley-Davidson roared on until it was out of 
sight. 
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It did not occur to me until later, but at that moment 
of impact my eyes had seen a flash of metallic brilliance 
on the riding boot of the motorcyclist. I did not realize it 
at the time, it was only to come to me much later on, yet 
that wink of metal in sunlight was to be a very important 
part of my adventure here in Soledad. 
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Chapter 2 


I fought the Camaro to a stop about ten feet from the 
boy. I got out and ran to him, dropping on both knees. 
My head bent as I turned him gently so I could listen to 


. his heart. It was beating, but very weakly. 


“Dear God,” I breathed, raising my head and looking 
around at the scenery. I didn’t know what I expected to 
see; nothing, really. It was just my instinctive reaction to 
tragedy. 3 

Or maybe I thought a doctor or a nurse might step out 
from among the nearest bushes. Nobody showed, so I got 
my arms under the boy and lifted him, carried him to the 
car. There had to be a hospital somewhere near here. 
There had to be! 

I put the boy in the suicide seat, propping him more 
comfortably with my coat and a couple of sweaters and 
dresses I yanked out of my valises. He was a blond 
youngster, about ten or eleven, thin and wiry. There were 
smudge marks on his face and he had a bloody nose. 
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These were bad enough, but I was fearful of broken 
bones. 

I slid the Camaro forward and raced down the highway 
to main street. To the right was a diner with two men 
standing outside it, talking. I swung in to the curb. 

“A motorcyclist just ran down this boy,” I yelled. 
“Where’s the nearest hospital?” 

“Tn Clover, about ten miles further on.” 

“Wait, lady,” yelled the second man. “Bert’s in here, 
he’s off duty right now but I'll go get him.” 

He ran into the tavern and came out in less than a 
minute with a motorcycle cop right behind him, buckling 
on his crash helmet. The cop was big and beefy, red-faced 
and with a gun bobbing at his blue-trousered hip. He 
took one look at the boy and beat feet for his service 
bike. 

“Follow me, lady,” he yelled over his shoulder. 

With his Harley-Davidson roaring, we fled down main 
street and into open country. Inside eight minutes, I was 
wheeling the convertible toward the emergency ‘parking 
area and the officer was running into the hospital to alert 
the staff. 

Nurses and internes came out, wheeling a white table. 
They lifted the boy and put him on it, covering him up 
with many blankets against shock. The cop came toward 
me, pulling at a notebook in his hip pocket. 

“They'll take care of the kid. Now tell me what hap- 
pened.” 

I told him, He looked a little suspicious, he went 
around to the front of the Camaro and stared hard at its 
gleaming chrome brmper and flawlessly smooth fenders. 
He nodded slowly, muttering, “If you’d hit the bike, 
there’d be scratch marks and probably bits of paint. 
Seems like you’re clean, lady—what’d you say your name 
is?” 

“Eve Drum, officer.” 
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“You saw the whole thing?” 

“T sure did. That boy ought to be in jail. He was doing 
at least ninety.” 

“You didn’t get the license number?” 

“Sorry about that. I was too busy watching what was 
happening.” I thought back on the accident, remembering 
the momentary metallic flash at the right ankle of the 
rider. It could have been anything, it was no clue at all. I 
said; “Maybe he was one of the Valley Outlaws.” 

The cop gave me a hard look as he snapped his note- 
book shut, “Could be. I’ll ask around. You, now. Where 
are you heading?” 

“The nearest motel. I want to wash up and put two 
martinis inside me. I need it after what I saw.” 

My upraised eyebrows asked a question. He nodded, 
saying, “Guess the best place would be the Vale View. 
Has a bar and restaurant, dancing on Wednesday and 
Saturday nights, a lot of the folks go out there to have 
themselves a time.” 

“Sounds funsy,” I agreed. 

“Okay, then. Better stay there a day or two, somebody 
from the detective division may want to talk to you.” 

“] didn’t realize Soledad was that big.” 

He grinned. “It’s the county detectives, ma’am, from 
the public prosecutor’s office.” 

“Of course. Silly of me.” 

I got back in the Camaro, then leaned over the door 
and yelled. “Hey, when can I see the boy? Or his parents? 
Maybe I ought to go to them.” 

He turned and walked across the parking lot toward 
me, “His name’s Billy Turner, his pa’s working right now 
at Parker Chemicals.” He tore a page from his notebook, 
scribbled on it. “Here’s his name and address plus tele-. 
phone number. You can call him later and talk to him, if 
you’d like. And I’ve written down the hospital telephone, 
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too, in case you want to ask about Billy. He—doesn’t 
have a mother.” 

“Oh,” I said in a small voice. 

I eased the car out of the lot and along the road, fol- 
lowing the directions Officer Bert had provided for me. 
When I reached it, I saw that the Vale View was well 
named. Its sprawling brick and redwood bulk was spread 
out along a ridge of land that overlooked a gorgeous sce- 
nic view of Soledad Valley. Here and there were houses 
nestling in among the trees, and far off I made out the 
spire of a church as well as the blue gleam of the polluted 
lake waters. 

The convertible took the graveled slope toward the 
motel with a scrape of tires. I braked in front of the glass 
and redwood office and got out. 

There was a blond woman behind the counter. She 
smiled at the sight of me, turned the registration book my 
way and handed me a ballpoint pen. “Going ‘to stay 
long?” 

“Maybe a week, maybe even two,” I told her. She 
seemed faintly surprised. 

“I just want to get away from it all, sop up some sun- 
shine and fresh air. You do have a pool, don’t you?” 

“We surely do, out back. You can even get your meals 
served there, if you like, no extra charge. We try to think 
of everything here at Vale View.” She looked at me ques- 
tioningly. “You have luggage?” 

“Tn the car trunk.” 

“Til send Ally.” 

Ally was a thin man in his fifties, but he hefted my 
traveling cases and such with the ease of long practice. I 
discovered he’d been.a bellhop in San Francisco before his 
lungs began to bother him. A doctor had sent him out 
here to Sequoia country. He was happy in his job, he told 
me, It was all he knew how to do, really, 

I tipped him a buck. 
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Then I got undressed and walked bare-ass into the 
shower. I turned on the hot water and soaped myself into 
a froth. Then I cooled the mixture somewhat and just 
lazed, letting the water beat down on and run off my bare 
hide. I felt a lot better, much cleaner, and even a little 
more hopeful as I stood on the rubber bathmat and 
toweled myself down. 

I called the hospital. 

They informed me that Billy Turner was resting com- 
fortably with a broken arm and a broken leg. He was still 
unconscious, and under sedation. No visitors were al- 
lowed unless they were members of the family. I thanked 
the lady and checked through the telephone book until I 
found a William Turner listed. I dialed his number. 

“Yeah? Who is it?” 

“Is this the William Turner whose letter boy was struck 
by a motorcycle this afternoon?” 

“Jeez! This the hospital? Hey? Is Billy awright?” 

He had a deep voice, almost’ a whiskey voice, I 
thought. I pictured him in his underwear, a scraggly beard 
on his tough man’s jaw. I wondered how he’d react if he 
could see me sitting on the edge of the bed- nude. 

“Tm the young lady who saw the accident.” 

Interest popped into his throat. “Y’are, hey? I’m grate- 
ful to ya, lady. I mean—Billy’d have been lyin’ out there 
with a busted leg, you hadn’t come along. Ya know?” 

“How is Billy?” 

“Not too bad, he’s unconscious. They wouldn’t let me 
stay. All I could do was take a peek. Boy, I’m glad his 
Mom ain’t alive. This’d just about kill her. She was a sen- 
sitive woman.” 

“Billy has no mother?” 

“Naw. Ya don’t think I'd get married again, do ya?” 

T giggled. I just couldn’t resist it. I whispered, “Then 
Ym extra glad you can’t see me—the way I am right 
now.” 
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There was a tiny silence, then: “Whatta ya mean?” 

“I’m absolutely naked. I just took a shower and tow- 
eled off and I didn’t even bother to put a pair of panties 
on.” 

“Jeez!” 

The word was half gasped. It told me William Turner 
had been a while without female solace. Sex is very much 
a matter of the imagination. Well, William Turner was 
using his imagination right now. By the time he got to re- 
ally see me, he’d be half hung-up for me. 

William Turner worked for the Parker Chemical 
Company. The cop had told me so in the hospital parking 
lot. And Parker Chemicals was at the top of the list of 
suspected lake pollutants. I wanted .a friend at Parker 
Chemicals, somebody to give me information from the 
inside. 

So I giggled sexily and said, “I think we ought to get 
together. I really do, Mister Turner.” 

“Call me Bill, lady,” he said eagerly. 

“Bill, then. But don’t you think we should? I mean, 
you ought to hear the story of how this crazy young bike- 
rider knocked Billy down and smashed his bicycle. As a 
matter of fact, I still have his smashed bike in the trunk of 
the car.” This was a lie, but I figured the broken bike 
would still be where it had been flung and I could go and 
get it quite easily to make my words come true. 

“Tt wouldn’t be any trouble for me to drop it off—say, 
tomorrow evening? If you'll be home, that is.” 

“T sure will, lady.” 

“My name is Eve. Eve Drum.” 

“You bet, Miss Drum.” 

“Eve,” I breathed. 

He swallowed. I heard it over the phone. He whis- 
pered, “Eve.” 

T hung up, glanced at my wristwatch. I had another call 
to make, one that was even more important than the call 
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to Billy’s father. I reached for my handbag and dug out 
the slip of typewritten papers. I dialed the number on it: 

“Edmunds here.” 

“Edmunds, I’m the Jady from the League of Under- 
ground Spies and Terrorists. They sent me to Soledad to 
work with you, to protect you while you go about your re- 
search work.” 

“They sent a girl?” 

His voice rose a dozen octaves in disbelief. I scowled at 
the telephone, then snapped, “I am well qualified to pro- 
tect you, Edmunds. I have protected better men that you 
from worse threats than a couple of local punks.” 

“Now look—” 

“You look. And listen. I’m here to do my job and to 
see that you do yours, that you don’t chicken out on me. 
Where can I see you?” I added, feeling very much like a 
member of the militant female forces, “I'll spring for the 
dinner and drinks.” 

Edmunds sputtered. He sounded kind of cute over the 
phone; I could imagine him fighting to get his anger back 
under control. 

“I can pay my own way .. . what I mean is, I'll stand 
treat if that’s okay with you.” 

“Let’s go Dutch treat,” I purred. 

He sputtered, but finally agreed to meet me in an hour 
in front of a local beanery known as the Living Room. 
The poor slob figured he was going to wine and dine 
somebody who resembled a Russian lady shotputter and 
discus thrower, I guess. Right now, he wouldn’t have 
much appetite. I decided to spruce up a little to improve 
his digestion. 

I hung up and walked naked to my Tourister bags. I 
opened them, began putting bras and panties, garterbelts 
and mini-slips away neatly in bureau drawers. My dresses 
I hung in the sliding door closet. Then I set about decid- 
ing what to wear. 
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First I selected a garterbelt of black lace and red satin 
with wide garters and tiny little red bows. I got my waist 
into it and posed before the mirror set into the bathroom 
door, nodding approval at my Varga look. I sauntered 
away from the mirror with swaying hips, practicing my 
sexiest walk, the kind the French call faire des effets de 
cul. In other words, my hips swing and my buttocks 
jounce very nicely. 

Over the nude me I slipped a babydoll black velvet 
dinner dress, with a micro-skirted hemline and a ruffled 
lace bib. With the pattern nylons and the high-heeled 
shoes, I looked like a hep seductress. Which I was, of 
course. 

The Camaro took me to the Living Room in something 
less than ten minutes. I drew into the parking lot, shut off 
the ignition and breathed in the fresh California air scent- 
ed with balsam. The piney smell made me think about 
pollution and that made me slightly less than angry. Any- 
one who would spoil air like this, or the blue waters of 
that lake, didn’t deserve any consideration. And that went 
for Edmunds, who was too chicken to stand up to the 
polluters. 

The angrier I got thinking about it, the sexier I be- 
came. I slid two very shapely nyloned legs out of the car 
door just as a Corvair pulled into the slot beside my con- 
vertible. It was being driven by a man in his late twenties. 
He was ogling my thighs. I guess he could see the garter- 
clasps with the red bows and maybe even some skin 
above the stockingtops. He made a wry face and looked 
away. 

I got out, pulled up the micro-skirt and squiggled it 
around so he could see more bare thigh if he wanted to 
look. He did. I sauntered toward his Corvair and leaned 
elbows on the car door. 

“Hi, Edmunds. I’m Eve Drum.” 

It had to be him. The grimace he’d made reflected his 
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thinking. He was expecting a lady wrestler. He had just 
gotten a bulging-eyeballs view of Eve Drum and natural- 
ly, he’d been impressed. Comparing what he expected and 
what he was looking at (not knowing I was the lady 
wrestler), had made him screw up his face like that. 

Now his face lit up like a fireworks display. 

“You're the—what I mean to say is—” 

“I’m the lady wrestler or shotputter or whoever it was 
you were seeing me as, Edmunds. Get out, I’m starving. 
Tm also thirsty.” 

He was around the car in a split second, reaching for 
my hand. He held it, gloating at me with the sex-hunger 
easy to read in his brown eyes. He was a nice young man, 
tall and reasonably attractive, with something boyish 
about him. He wore a Clubman jacket and, Cisco slacks. 
Oh, yeah. He had hornrims on. The glass in the hornrims 
started to fog up, so he took them off and put them in his 
pocket. 

I let him hold my hand while he stared down into my 
baby blues. “Don’t you think we ought to go inside?” I 
suggested. “We're getting a little conspicuous, just stand- 
ing here and holding hands, Beside, I don’t even know 
your first name.” 

“Hugo. Hugo Edmunds. I’m a bio-chemist with the 
government and I’m an expert on pollution.” 

“Good boy. I’m Eve Drum and I’m a damn good 
bodyguard. Now that the introductions are over, let’s go 
in and wrap tonsils around a martini or some such 
bit of refreshment.” 

I tucked my arm in his and let him lead the way. I 
bumped hips with him as we walked, I even rubbed my 
right breast against his upper arm to let him know how 
firmly soft it was without a bra cup on. When we got to 
the lobby lights, I saw he was quite flushed. 

The Living Room Inn is one of those modern, plate- 
glass-and-redwood chunks of California scenery that 
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have sprung up as if grown from the ground itself. Wood 
panelled walls, modernistic chandeliers in the form of 
overblown blue teardrops, tiny tables with small candles, 
a string ensemble hidden away somewhere to make 
sweet music; it was a great place for lovers. 

“Too bad we're not,” I murmured as the waiter held 
my chair so I could park my rump on it. 

~“Not what?” asked Hugo Edmunds. 

“Not lovers,” I smiled sweetly, gesturing with a hand to 
indicate the dimness and the music. 

“Tt’s an idea,” he said hopefully. 

“I smiled at him, saying, “I'll have a double martini. I 
need stimulation right about now.” His face fell and he 
pt his ho-nrims back on again. I felt guilty. He was a 
nice my but I was out to needle him. 

While the waiter went away with our orders, we stared 
at each other. I said cheerfully, “Come on. Tell the truth. 
How'd you picture me in your mind when I told you I 
was here as your bodyguard?” 

He said coldly, “As a female weightlifter.” 

I hadn’t thought of that one. I nodded and went on 
smiling, brave girl that I am. “Only in bed,” I told him 
softly. “And only then, when I am underneath the man,” 

He blushed, the darling. I.said, “And you're a gentle- 
man. You know what a gentleman is, don’t you? A man 
who supports half his own weicht.” 

“Are you sure you’re a lady bodyguard?” 

“Among other things. And that’s what we ought to talk 
about. When are you going to test that lake water? You 
do have all the equipment here, don’t you?” 

He nodded. “In my car trunk. Enough to take some 
samples, anyhow. I suppose we could get started tomor- 
row morning.” 

“Any suspects?” 

“From the notes of the men who—ah—got beaten up, 
Ido, Parker Chemicals makes a great many products, in- 
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cluding pesticides and chlorine. The spillage from its vats 
must be extremely deadly to lake life. Mercury, as an ex- 
ample, is used to make chlorine. When it serves its pur- 
pose, it’s dumped. And it taints the water.” 

“Sounds reasonable.” 

“Oh, it’s reasonable enough. The tough part about it is 
to prove it. We have to submit proof before the authori- 
ties can act, you know. And that’s where the whole thing 
bogs down.” 

“Nobody’ll lay a finger on you.” 

His face told me he didn’t believe me, And maybe I 
didn’t blame him. I really do not look like a female body- 
guard. Especially in the lace bib and black velvet number. 
I am more the girl-next-door type. 

“Easy for you to say,” he nodded, sipping away at his 
margarita. “I'm the one who has to take the lumps. And 
frankly, I’m not in any particular hurry to get my face 
bashed in.” 

“Why'd you come here, then?” 

He frowned at his cocktail glass. “I had to get away 
from—ah—more familiar surroundings. There was a 
girl...” 

What else? 

«___ who was supposed to marry me. She gave me back 
my ring. I wanted to put as much distance between us as 
I could.” 

“Why'd she break it off?” 

His eyes touched mine. “She said I was a clumsy 
lover.” It cost him to say that; suddenly I felt sorry for 
Hugo Edmunds. I reached out and patted his hand. ' 

“You picked a great place to forget her.” 

His lips twisted wryly. “I figured I'd be so busy worry- 
ing about having my head beat in, I wouldn’t have any 
time left to fret over Lucy.” 

He had a point there. 

We ordered lobster thermador and a T-bone steak, 
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with all their trimmings. For a while we forgot pollution 
and. Lucy ard my being a lady bodyguard. We ate as if 
food were going out of style. At least I did, and Hugo 
Edmunds showed that he was a trencherman of no mean 
ability. 

Over coffee, we studied each other. 

“I had a little trouble this afternoon,” I told him. 
“Four members of a motorcycle gang called the Valley 
Outlaws jumped me down by the lake.” 

He went white. “They did? But—but you don’t seem 
bruised at all. Or did they. . . ?” 

I grinned at him. “They tried. I told you I was an ex- 
pert bodyguard, remember I guard my body, too! I took 
their clothes off, tied them up and left them for somebody 
to find. I also threw their bike spark plugs into the lake.” 

He sat up straighter, getting some of his color back. 
“You did that? In that case, maybe you do know how to 
handle yourself.” 

“I do. But I’ve been thinking, sitting here. My hunch is 
those bike riders are the strong-arm gang who beat up 
those other two scientists. Why don’t I ingratiate myself 
with them, sort of get the feel of the land?” 

“But won't they be—ah—laying for you?” 

I didn’t bother telling him they'd already laid for me. 
You don’t want to rush things with these shy types. 

Instead I said, “I know how to handle boys like that. 
I'm more concerned with your getting those pollution 
samples. I figure that if I infiltrate their ranks, get to 
know them better, I can discover whether they’re getting 
their orders from Parker Chemicals to beat up any scien- 
tists who show up.” 

His eyes glittered behind his hornrimmed lenses. 
“You're a brave girl, Miss Drum. Either that—or crazy.” 

“Crazy I’m not. And I think I have a wedge to make 
an opening so I can get to know them better.” 

His eyes asked a question. The string ensemble was 
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pouring out some groovey dance music. My foot was 
keeping step by tapping the floor. There was an open 
space for dancing not too far away. I smiled and said 'd 
love to dance, thank you. 

Hugo Edmunds was reasonably nimble on his feet. We 
did the frug and the fish and the funky Broadway until 
sweat beads glistened on his wide, highly intelligent brow. 
When the music came to an end I leaned my body against 
his and let him know how soft it was, unhampered by gir- 
dle and brassiere. 

He grinned down at me as I pulled away and caught . 
his hand to lead him back to our table. I whispered, 
“That was fun. You aren’t quite the square I pictured 
you.” 

That stung his male pride, as I’d meant it to. “You 
think you're pretty great, don’t you, Miss Drum?” 

I kicked off my shoe and ran my stockinged toe up in- _ 

_ side his trousered leg. He blinked in surprise and I mur- 
mured, “I’ll bet you’re pretty great too, Hugo. Fess up, 
now. Underneath that egghead exterior, I'll bet you have 
the soul of a caveman. Is that why Lucy broke’ off the en- 
gagement? Because you were too impetuous?” 

He stammered, “Of c-course not! Not at all. Nothing 
like that.” 

“[P’m a woman. You can tell me, Maybe I can even give 
you some good advice. Make like your head is on my 
shoulder and you're telling me all your secrets.” 

Hugo looked as if he’d like to bat me one. I sighed. 
“Too bad. We might have made music together, honey. 
As it is, tomorrow’s another day and I have a lot of work 
to do.” 

I reached for my handbag, extracted a ten and a five 
and passed them to him. He growled, “What's this for?” 

“Dutch treat, remember.” 

“Hell, no.” He threw the bills back at me. 

I said coldly, “This wasn’t a date, lover boy. It’s strictly 
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business. And I pay my weight when it comes to business. 
Tm taking it off by way of my expense account, so you 
might as well tuck those things in your billfold.” 

He snarled a little in a genteel way, but he did what I 
told him. We walked out of the Living Room to our re- 
spective cars through an icy chill. When we were standing 
between the cars, I threw my arms about his neck, 
bumped my belly in against him and gave him a great big 
juicy kiss. Always keep them off balance is one of my 
mottoes where a man is concerned. My hips squirmed 
gently, lazily. 

Just as he was wrapping his arms around me, I slid out 
of them. I ducked inside the Camaro and beamed a smile 
at him, I'd learned one thing about Hugo Edmunds. He 
was all male. And he had a low boiling point. I started the 
motor, wriggled my fingers at him, and backed away. 

In fifteen minutes I was inside my motel room. 

It was a good day, all told. I’d laid the groundwork for 
some fireworks to come, all in about ten hours, David An- 
derjanian would have been proud of me. I fell asleep in 
my bra gown—a dainty bit of feminine fluff as sheer as a 
spiderweb and just as clinging—wondering how Hugo 
would have reacted if he were here to see me inside it. 

Daylight brought a yawn and a big stretch as I lay 
snugly beneath the blankets and considered ways and 


means. Last night I'd failed to get Billy’s bike, though I'd _ 


already promised his dad that I had it in the trunk of my 
car. 

Thad to go and get that smashed bike, today. 

For the day’s activities I scorned female attire and 
concentrated on capris, a striped wool jersey and walking 
shoes. I wore a bra beneath the jersey, panties beneath 
the capris. I breakfasted on orange juice and black coffee 
in the motel dining room. 

“I’m doing an article on motorcycle gangs,” I told the 


girl cashier. “I saw some bikeriders—I think they're 
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called the Valley Outlaws—yesterday while I was driving 
here. Can you tell me where I can locate them?” 

The girl gave me a funny look, and she probably 
thought, ‘It takes all kinds.’ But she shrugged and said, 
“There’s a dirt road off the main highway about five miles 
west of town. You go along it for two miles or so and you 
come to an abandoned garage. That’s where the Valley 
Outlaws have their pad.” She frowned and felt it her duty 
to warn me, “They’re a bad lot. I wouldn’t advise going 
out there by yourself.” 

“Thanks, honey. Maybe I won't.” 

She looked relieved. 

She was telling the truth, I discovered about half an 
hour later as I eased the Camaro to a halt before a tum- 
bledown garage and attached office that was weatherbeat- 
en, unpainted, and stank of oil and gasoline. The dirt 
road went off toward the horizon but I parked and got 
out, 

“Anybody here?” I yelled. 

I walked into the garage through the broken door. 
There were spare motorcycle parts in wooden bins against 
the wall, extra tires—bikemen use different kinds for dif- 
ferent uses—and a smashed bicycle. I walked over to the 
bicycle, studied it. A Columbia, painted red and with wire 
wheels, The same sort of bike Billy Turner had been on. I 
was surprised to see it here. But maybe the cyclist. had 
gone back for it and hidden it here thinking no one would 
ever notice it. 

Squatting down, I examined it, trying to remember how 
the bike had been yesterday when the big Harley had 
rammed ino it. This was the one, all right. I picked it up 
and started walking toward the open door, 

Just about then I heard the motorcycles coming up the 
dirt road. I made a face. Not that I was afraid of the 
Valley Outlaws, but it would have been so much easier , 
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to have walked out and driven away without a face to 
face confrontation. 

I came out onto the sunlight carrying the bike and 
walked to the Camaro, ignoring the seven bikes that 
roared up to the garage and parked in a semi-circle be- 
hind my car. I unlocked the trunk in a dead silence and 
put the bike inside. I locked the trunk, turned and walked 
toward the driver’s door. As I about to get in, I looked up 
and pretended surprise. 

“You boys had better get away from behind me, be- 
cause I’m backing out of here and wouldn’t want to 
scratch those pretty bikes you’re*riding.” 

They sta-ed at me coldly, all seven of them. There was 
Roger and Baby Face and Pete, with a big guy in a torn 
black leather jacket and a German war helmet circa 1914 
perched on his curly black head. The other two riders 
were younger, around Baby Face’s age. There were three 
girls riding fender, tough little dolls with hard faces. 

The guy in the helmet said, “You hear that, Outlaws? 
Lady’s gonna rua right over us.” 

“You'd better believe it, mac. Now get the hell out of 
my way.” 

He didn’t budge. 

I slid rump into the Camaro and turned the ignition 
key. They were calling my bluff. If I backed down now, I 
was finished in Soledad. 
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Chapter 3 


I turned my neck, pushed down on the gas pedal. The 
convertible slid backward. 

“Hold it, lady!” somebody yelled. 

Bike motors revved. Tires scratched dirt and gravel. 
The seven riders veered to one side. The big guy in the 
helmet got off his bike and walked toward me lightly on 
the balls of his feet. 

“Get outta there, lady,” he said coldly. “Nobody talks 
to the Valley Outlaws that way.” 

I guess he figured I was going to try and make a run 
for it. On their motorcycles they could have made me run 
off the road by reaching out a hand and turning my 
wheel. I decided to get outta there. I opened the car door 
and put feet to the ground. 

The big guy grinned cruelly. His huge hands opened 
and closed. He reached for me with all ten fingers. My 
own hands came up inside his! I knocked his hands out- 
ward, brought mine together to make one big fist and 
brought that fist down hard on the bridge of his nose. At 
the same time I lifted my right knee and slammed it into 
his crotch. 
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He was six foot three inches tall and weighed maybe 
two hundred and twenty pounds. He screamed in agony 
and as he dropped backward two steps, clutching his 
groin, I slammed the back of his neck with my joined 
hands. He flopped flat on the ground and lay there, 

I smiled at the others as they stared at me, jaws gaping. 
“Anybody else thinks the Valley Outlaws are so tough?” 

Rog ‘and Baby Face were grinning. Even Pete was try- 
ing to hide a smile. It restored some of their pride in their 
manhood, I guess, to see me despatch their big man so 
easily. The other three riders slid off their bikes and came 
toward me. 

One of the trio said, “Come on, you guys. Nobody 
treats Big Turk that way and gets away with it.” 

“Three to one odds not big enough for you, boys?” I 
mocked. 

They ran at me together, which was all the break I need- 
ed. I kicked upward at a neck, using all my savate knowl- 
edge, and landed on an Adam’s apple. I bent and caught 
an arm and a sleeve and twirled sideways, swinging my 
number two foe head-on into the Camaro’s rear fender. 
There was’a hollow thunk and the boy went to his knees, 

The third man swung a fist right for my jaw. His 
knuckles brushed my left ear as I stepped inside his blow 
and drove the edge of my left hand against the side of his 
neck. I landed hard, without pulling punches. He flopped 
sideways off his feet and began gagging. 

“What is she, some kind of lady wrestler?” asked one 
of the girls. Shades of Hugo Edmunds! I almost giggled. 

“T never seen nobody treat Turk or Tommy like that,” 
breathed another, 

“She’s a tough one, all right,” grinned Rog. 

“Sure is,” nodded Baby Face. “We don’t want no part 
of her, do we, Pete?” 


Pete shook his head. “Sure don’t. Too bad she ain't a 
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Valley Outlaw herself. Looks like we could use a fighter” 
like that,” he accentuated his words by spitting into the 
dirt beside Big Turk, “what with our troubles with a cou- 
ple of real tough, local guys.” 

I looked hard at Pete. “Is that an invitation? 

Baby Face asked eagerly, “Can you ride a bike?” 

“You tell Big Turk to come ask me nice and maybe I'll 
show you what I can do with a Triumph or a Harley. For 
now, so long.” 

I realized that my four friends of yesterday afternoon 
had kept mum about what had happened; they were de- 
lighted to see Big Turk and their other friends treated in 
this manner. There was a little friction in the Valley Out- 
laws, it seemed. If I played my cards right, I might be 
able to turn that to my advantage, sooner or later. 

The girls had been quiet; I saw they watched me 
through narrowed eyes; there was a quiet threat about 
them that sent cold chills down my spine. I told myself to 
be more careful of the fender riders than I was of the 
Outlaws. Women can cause a lot of trouble. I wondered if 
they would hint to the boys that the Valley Outlaws 
would be better off if something nasty happened to me. 

I got in the Camaro, backed it up. In a cloud of dust I 
eased along the dirt road toward the highway. The 
smashed bike was in the car trunk, but William Turner 
was at work, so I decided to pay his son a visit. 

In the hospital lobby I bought a box of Fanny Farmer 
candy and carried it up in the elevator to the third floor. 
Billy Turner was in room 3-K. 

He was awake when I came in and put the candy on 
his bed table. He was pale, his blond hair stuck up in all 
directions as he turned his head to give me a faint smile. 
He was big for his age, eleven, but he looked mighty 
helpless in that bed. His right leg was in a splint and held 
up by a pulley arrangement. There were bandages around 
his chest and right arm. 
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I introduced myself, telling him we had already met. 
He smiled a little more at that, saying, “You're the lady 
who saved my lifé, the doctor tells me. If you hadn’t 
brought me here when you did, I could have died.” 

“Tell me, Billy—did you see the man who ran you 
down?” t 

He shook his head. “No ma’am. It all happened so 
sudden. All I saw was a motorcycle and somebody on it 
—then whammo.” 

“He had a spur on his right boot, I think. I saw the sun 
flashing on it just as he hit you.” 

Billy stared at me with round eyes. “Bikeriders don’t 
wear spurs. Only cowboys wear spurs.” 

“I know, Billy. Maybe it wasn’t a spur, maybe it was 
something else. It only looked like a spur. He was going 
So fast I didn’t get a good look.” 

We talked a little more, mostly about his father. Bill 
Turner.was a good dad, I gathered from what Billy told 
me. He took the boy fishing almost every weekend and 
during the summer and in the autumn months they went 
hunting together. Billy wasn’t allowed to shoot a gun but 
he enjoyed tramping along with his dad and watching as 
Turner brought down a deer or maybe an couple of rab- 
bits. 5 

They had a freezer whete Turner stored the venison 
and the rabbits after a butcher cut them up for him. They 
had a vegetable garden cut back from which they ate po- 
tatoes, carrots, tomatoes, a little corn and lettuce. I gath- 
ered the Turners spent little money on food. They went 
out and shot or grew what they needed. 

I promised to bring Billy some comics next time I came 
to see him. He waved a weak right hand at me as I went 
through the door. 


When I got out onto the sidewalk and began walking 
toward my car, I saw one of the Valley Outlaws sitting on 
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his BSA Thunderbolt. I took a good long look at him, rec- 
ognizing him as the one called Tommy. ‘He just sat there, 
watching me, but there was something about him, the ri- 
gidity of his body or his cold face, that sent the goose 
pimples up and down my spine. 

Maybe the word was out about me already. The Valley 
Outlaws had gotten their orders from whatever power it 
was which was polluting Lake Soledad, Get Eve Drum! 
Beat the living bejesus out of her. Scar her pretty face, 
Break her arms. I got into the Camaro and looked in the 
rear view mirror at the bikerider. 

I started my engine. He kicked the Thunderbolt to life. 
We moved away from the hospital together. He followed 
me all the way to my motel. He went by me in a rush as I 
turned in, and zipzipped off down the road, 

First thing I did when I went into my room was get my 
Belgian Bulldog revolver, the one with the pearl butts that 
I carry with me on all my assignments, and stick it in my 
Tane handbag. I had been lucky against the Valley Out- 
laws so far. My luck might run out, because I couldn’t 
keep on winning over men as big and as strong as Rog and 
Big Turk in hand-to-hand confrontations. 

Trang up Hugo Edmunds and made a nine o’clock date 
to run out to the lake with him tomorrow so he could take 
his samples. “You are ready for it, aren’t you?” I pressed, 
not wanting to give him a chance to back out. “Your 
equipment is set up, ready to be used?” 

“[’m ready,” he announced curtly. 

I ate early and by my lonesome in the motel dining 
room; steak and salad, no dessert but two cups of black 
coffee. I kept one eye on the clock because visiting hours 
at the Clover Memorial Hospital were between seven and 
nine. At six-thirty I paid my check and walked to the 
Camaro, 

At five to seven I was in the hospital elevator with my 
left arm squeezing half a dozen comic books to my side. 
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Batman, Fantastic Four, Spiderman, Superman, Flash, 
and Adam Strange. A good selection, I thought, Billy 
would like them. 

There was a man in the room where Billy lay in bed. I 
smiled at him, telling myself this had to be William 
Turner. He was big as a pro football player and looked 
just about as tough. His nose was flat, his black eyes were 
hard, his face was heavily tanned. He had a real wide set 
of shoulders and a middle that, while still lean, was show- 
ing signs of developing a beer paunch. He wore a tee shirt 
tucked into blue jeans and a thick ski sweater. 

He got to his feet at the sight of me and looked un- 
comfortable, shifting from one foot to the other. I put the 
comics down on the bed beside Billy’s good arm and 
watched his eyes light up at sight of them. 

“Golly, Dad—look at these! Miss Drum said she was 
gonna bring me some comics but—wowee!” 

I turned and flashed Dad a big smile. He let his lips 
twitch in answer and stared at the fioor. It seemed to me 
that he was flushing slightly. The shy type, like Hugo Ed- 
munds? Or maybe it was just that he’d been so long with- 
out a woman that he was afraid to let me see how ape he 
could go over me. 

T sat down and crossed my nyloned legs high up. In the 
mirror over the bureau I watched his eyes drop to my 
legs. He could see plenty, the entire black stocking and 
the garterclasp, and some of my bare white thighmeat. 
His color heightened and he sank down onto the other 
chair. 

I talked brightly to Billy, chattering away even while I 
recrossed my legs, taking my time and letting his father 
see that I had no panties on. The senior Turner was very 


red by this time and he tried to cross his own legs, awk- ~ 


wardly enough because he didn’t want me to see that he 
was enjoying the leg show I was putting on with more 
than ordinary interest. 
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“You work for Parker Chemicals, I understand,” I said 
brightly, turning toward him more fully. “I'll bet you have 
an important job.” 

“My Dad’s head machinist in the maintenance depart- 
ment,” Billy boasted. “He makes sure that things are 
working good. Right, Dad?” I 

“Right, son,” He waved his hand. “It isn’t all that im- 
portant. But still, it is necessary.” : 

“Well, I should say so,” I gushed. “If all those retorts 
and things aren’t working right, you wouldn’t be able to 
make—er—whatever it is you make.” 

“All kinds of things. Right now we’re working on three 
contracts at once, each one with a deadline. We fill all 
them contracts, we’ll make plenty.” 

“Tl bet you will,” I enthused, letting my admiration 
glow at him out of my face and eyes. “And maybe you'll 
get a bonus.” 

“They prom—” he broke awkwardly. I pretended not 
to notice his confusion, He resumed weakly, “Just maybe 
we will. Just maybe.” 

I swung around to Billy to give the father a chance to 
forget the boo-boo he’d made. If Parker was paying bo- 
nuses, this might go a long way to making people in Sole- 
dad keep a zipped-up lip when strange scientists came 
around asking questions. 

The price of pollution is a bonus to get a job done on 
time, to prevent leaks that might harm the project. Ora 
smashed face and battered skull, as two men had already 
found out. ; 

“And which comics are your favorites?” I asked Billy, 
to change the subject. I didn’t want Turner senior getting 
suspicious about me. 3 

“Batman, I guess. And the Fantastic Four. They’re all 
groovy. I think Batman is kinda scary, and I like that. He 
always wins in the end, anyhow. And I love the villains, 
the Scarecrow, the Penguin, the Joker. And Adam 
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Strange who’s an Earthman who travels to the planet 
Rann.” 

He told me about comics for ten minutes. By this time 
his father was back to normal, I guess he had me figured 
for a stupid, flighty female without a brain in her head. I 
kept my legs cocked high so he could get his eyeballs 
bruised if they went on bulging much more. I was covered 
with Joy perfume and my dress was sheer enough so he 
could see the bra I was wearing. 

I even batted my eyelashes at him, something I haven't 
done since I was Billy’s age. I even got up and walked to 
Billy and bent over the bed with my behind facing the fa- 
ther so he could look under my miniskirt at the backs of 
my bare thighs above my nylons if he wanted. 

By the time nine o’clock rolled around, William Turner 
could hardly walk. As a matter of fact he got out of his 
chair and moved toward the window to calm down some- 
what, staring out into the night while Billy and I chatted. 

While we were going down the corridor, I mentioned 
what a fine night it was, too nice to go back to the motel 
where I was staying, He got the hint, he asked if I’d care 
to go out with him and have a beer or a highball. 

“Oh, I really shouldn’t,” I protested. 

“Why not? Do me a favor.” 

“T don’t suppose there’s much else to do in Soledad ex- 
cept go to a tavern, is there?” 

We were at the elevator. I pressed the button as he 
muttered, “Yeah, I was wondering about that, what did 
bring you to Soledad?” 

Had his superiors heard about my busybody ways and 
become suspicious? Were they using him as a spy? If so, 
the hornet’s nest was beginning to buzz. It sounded like 
good news to my ears. 

I lied, “I'm on a kind of vacation. If you promise to 
keep it a secret, Pll tell you.” 

“Sure I'll keep a secret. Whatta you think I am?” 
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We walked across the hospital lobby out to the parking 
lot. I talked all the time, leaning against him the way P'd 
done to Hugo Edmunds last night. 

“Tm a steno, first of all. My boss is a very rich lawyer 
in San Francisco. Well, I’m something more than just a 
steno, I’m his secretaty and that means I get to be taken 
here and there when he needs me handy to take dictation. 
Sometimes it gets to be fun.” 

I giggled and leaned my face against his chest as we 
paused beside the Camaro. He put a hand on my 
shoulder, slid it down my waist. Another part of him 
reached out to touch my thigh. I moved my thigh gently. 

“There was this on client, see—who was having prob- 
Jems with his wife. He was a rich one, a millionaire with a 
couple of hotels to his name, and he was interested in a 
bit of fluff... .” 

His arm was hugging me closer and closer to his hard 
body. He was starting to breathe heavy, too. My thigh 
was like a branding iron against him, because he was re- 
ally getting steamed. 

“Our client was all set to divorce his wife, even pay her 
plenty under the mutual property bit, when we learned 
from an outside source that his wife. was all set to inherit 
a rather large amount of money. Millions. Our client was 
a real Scrooge, I think he had a cash register instead of a 
heart. He decided to change his mind, but the wife was 
wise to what he’d been planning to do and now she was as 
eager for the divorce as he had been. 

“Our client took a long second look at his bit of fluff 
and decided she wasn’t worth giving up all that money. So 
we worked out a little plan... .” 

William Turner had just about had all teasing he could 
take. He wrapped me in against him with arms like steel 
cables and covered my lips with his. I moaned and wrig- 
gled against him, letting him know my knockers were get- 
ting hard rubbing against his chest. His hands slid up and 
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down my back from my bra strap to my garterbelt and a 
little below to where my behind cheeks thrust out round 
and soft. 

He did a little moaning himself. 

“Hey, you want to hear this story?” I panted. 

“Not now. Not now, honey!” 

“But we can’t do anything in this parking lot?” 

I said it like a question, wondering if he was more 
imaginative than I. Sure, we could have crawled into the 
back of his car but that was not for little old Eve Drum. I 
like room to stretch my legs and gambol like a frisky 
lamb when I get erotically excited. I gave up car seats 
ages ago. 

“Come on home with me,” he panted, fingers working 
on my buttocks. “I got some cold Schlitz in the fridge and 
some rye and some Scotch...” 

“You make it sound funsy,” I admitted. “Do you think 
I really should? After all, I'm a stranger in town 
and...” 

“So nobody’ll know you. There won’t be no gossip, 
Besides, my place is kinda outta the way and there won’t 
be nobody around to go pokin’ noses in where they don’t 
belong.” 

I sighed and let my mouth open over his. After we let 
our tongues slither together for a time, I breathed into his 
lips, “You devil! You’ve just about twisted my arm, you 
know that?” 

He figured he was a regular Romeo, irresistible and all 
that. “Follow me, baby. I'll have you in heaven in no time 
at all.” 

I got in the Camaro and trailed him out of the parking 
lot and along the main highway. to a cut-off road that 
swung in between a gas station and an abandoned real es- 
tate office. From this point the road dipped down between 
a lot of trees, then straightened out for a run beside big, 
open meadows. 
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All the time I drove, I was thinking. William Turner 
was the he-man type, the mesomorph as distinguished 
from the fat man, the endomorph, and the thin, skinny 
type, the ectomorph. These ‘morph’ types of human body 
structure have been assessed and tabulated by scientists 
and psychologists. I have read their conclusions, especial- 
ly in relation to their sexual needs and desires. 

The he-man type is direct, and has a non-nonsense 
approach to bedding down a compliant female. He is the 
sort who ‘likes his rape’ and thinks that seduction is for 
sissies. Well, as I proved to those four Valley Outlaws, I 
want no part of rape. I like to enjoy my coitus. 

I was going to have to work on William Turner. 

My mind went over ways and means as I trailed his red 
tail lights toward a low, one-story ranch house set against 
a background of evergreen trees and a broad, wide lawn. 
Twin bay windows stared out of a dark house at me as I 
braked the Camaro and slid it in beside his Olds, but a 
light pole near a flagstoned walk was on, shedding a glow 
across the front of the house. 

“You have quite a place here,” I enthused. 

He swelled with pride, turning to look at the house and 
its neat shrubbery as he helped me out of the car. The 
Jawn was cut to a nicety, the bushes were blossoming, ev- 
erything was in apple pie order. 

“Tt ain’t bad,” he admitted. “I keep it pretty nice. Ever 
since my wife di—well, I got nothin’ to do but mow the 
lawn and trim the bushes, that sort of thing.” 

I walked ahead of him along the flagstoned path. I felt 
his eyes on my hips and legs, and as I stepped into the 
shadows of the porch, with its redwood uprights and 
shingled overhang, I felt his hand touching my behind, 
gently patting it, making the soft flesh jiggle. He was a 
mesomorph, all right; his was the direct approach. No 
beating around the bush for him. 
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I simpered up at him, playing the dumb broad. This 
would be the way he liked his women, I figured. Not too 
much on the brains, but great between the sheets. I was 
out to win over William Turner, so I played the role to 
the hilt. 

“You're a naughty boy,” I giggled. 

“Awwwww,” he grinned, and hugged me against his 
hip. 

He didn’t seem to be in any hurry to move off the 
porch, so I took the key from him and inserted it into the 
lock. The door opened, I stepped forward and was jerked 
backward so that my behind cradled his pressing pizzle. I 
knew what he wanted so I massaged him like a cat rub- 
bing against a lag. 

“You got a great ass, kiddo,” he panted. 

“Don’t I though?” I could talk his language, 

“Ya like it that way?” 

“T like it anyway, any way at all.” 

“Tm sure glad I run into ya, baby.” 

“So’m I, Bill. So’m I.” 

Hick dialogue, but William Turher was a hick. I like 
hicks, don’t get me wrong, but I have associated so much 
with the man about town, the cosmopolite type, that I ex- 
pected to hear somebody groan in dismay. 

I whispered, “You promised me a drink, Bill.” 

“Yeah. Yeah, I did. You bet, kiddo. But you're so excit- 
in’, ya make me forget everything but you.” 

“Oh, Bill! You tell that to all the girls.” 

“No, I don’t. I don’t go ’round with dames. I got the 
kid to think about, you know. I try to be mom and pop to 
him.” 

He had let go of my hips by this time so I took myself 
into the room that came to life as he touched a light 
switch. The room was ‘neatly furnished, with a sofa 
pushed against the wall and a fireplace that had straight- 
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backed chairs on either side of it. There was a coffee table 
in front of the sofa, and two more chairs, one an easy 
chair in worn leather that I took to be Bill Turner’s spe- 
cial chair, and one in blue velour which I was sure had 
belonged to his dead wife when she had been alive. It 
looked as if nobody ever sat in it. 

I walked to the sofa and tossed my handbag on a cush- 
fon. I turned and stretched, knowing the hem of my 
short-sleeved, mini-skirted shift would rise up about two 
more inches. My mesomorph boy friend goggled at sight 
of my garterclasps and bare thighmeat. 

I giggled, “Bill, you know something I have the feeling 
that I forgot to put on panties tonight. Isn’t that terrible?” 

He thought it was pretty great, judging by the glints in 
his eyes. There is one thing I have found that a male re- 
sponds to, and that’s the chance to use his imagination. 
He would think about my lack of panties and think about 
it, and picture my pantiless hips in his naughty little head 
until it all got to be a bit much for him. 

I reached for a cigarette box and brought out an Old 
Gold filter. He fumbled in his pocket, struck a match and 
held it out. Drawing smoke into my lungs, I polluted the 
living room air by breathing it out slowly around an al- 
Inring smile. 

“You did say you had some liquid refreshments, Bill?” 

“Huh? Oh! Oh, yeah. Sure.” 

Thad him half hypnotized by this time, so to bring him 
out of it, I caught his hand and wheedled, “Show me to 
your Scotch, big boy. I'll make the drinks. I don’t want 
you to tire yourself out.” 

He was the kind of guy who had to do all the work, 
like getting ice cubes out of the tray, dumping them in the 
glasses, bringing the liquor bottle and opening it. And yet 
the idea of his saving himself for some amoral acrobatics 
appealed to him, too. He grinned down at me and drew 
me with him toward the kitchen. 
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I pushed him into a chair beside the kitchen table. He 
let himself be pushed and watched me in a kind of desire 
daze while I made us a couple of Scotches on the ros 
He studied my every move with glazed eyes. 

“What kind of pay do you get at Parker’s, Bill?” I 
asked as I carried his glass to him. 

He hooked my waist with an arm, drew me down on a 
thigh. I eased onto him gently while I arched my eye- 
brows. He took a fast gulp of the Cutty Sark and Kissed 
my throat. 

“About your work, Bill,” I reminded him. 

“Don’t let's talk about it,” he murmured against my 
neck, 

“IT don’t want to drink your Scotch if: you can’t 
afford—” 

That touched him. He jerked his head up. “Who says I 
can’t afford it? You drink all you want. I got a damn 
good job, honey. I make plenty.” 

“Til bet you do. I can see that by your house.” I didn’t 
want to scare him off by being too nosy, not on our first 
get-together. I eased off by whispering into his ear, “The 
only reason I’m curious is that folks say a man who earns 
a good salary is also a good lover. And I need a good 
lover right now, I haven’t had any loving since that di- 
vorce case I was telling you about, when—” 

He closed my lips with his open mouth. I felt him get- 
ting big where my rump was pressing down, so I wriggled 
on it a little to add to his fun while we kissed. 

“You're a big guy,” I whispered when he came up for 
air. “I like big men. You got any staying power?” 

“Have I ever.” 

I pushed his drink away with a hand. “Liquor doesn’t 
help it.” 

“Hey! I’m thirsty.” 

“Tell you what. You can have your Scotch—if you let 
me feed it to you. I know a nice way.” 
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“How?” he asked hoarsely. 

“Out of my bellybutton,” I giggled. 

His eyes almost crossed when he thought about using 
me as his loving cup. He was set to try it, his hand was 
sliding up my thigh and taking my hem with it, when I 
slid out of his clutch. 

“We mustn’t wrinkle the dress, sweets,” I laughed, and 
bending, caught the hem and yanked it upward. 

I was wearing nylons and a garterbelt and a bra made 
of black nylon that bulged at its cups where they tried to 
hold in my luscious 38’s. I lifted the turtle-neck of my 
brown-striper carefully over my head and placed it on a 
chairback. 

“Jeez,” he panted. 

He lunged for me. I fled, turning tail. With a roar of 
delight he came after me. Your true mesomorph likes ac- 
tion, so I figured I’d give him a little track work before I 
let him have the goodies. We ran around the kitchen and 
into the living room with him following the bouncing balls 
of my behind. I Jet him corner me in the bedroom door- 
way. ‘ 

He was all over me, using his hard hands to savor the 
smoothness of my sides and my buttocks, kissing all over 
my neck and downward toward the black cobwebs that 
held my breasts. I used my own hands below the belt until 
his hips were jerking against me. 

“C’mon, c’mon,” he was sobbing. 

I wanted to show Bill Turner a good time. I wanted to 
make him know that I was one dame who knew the score, 
who could teach him things that he’d never heard of. I 
wanted to learn more about Parker Chemicals and I fig- 
ured he was one boy who could tell me all about the 
place. 

So I undid his shirt and yanked it down off his muscu- 
lar arms, He fought me until I told him to leave things to 
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me. I wanted to drive him crazy with delight. This was 
going to be a night to remember. 

“And you can have as many more nights as you want, 
if you’re a good boy,” I promised, undoing his belt 
buckle. ; 

I ran his zipper tab downward and reached inside for a 
handful of what the French call pine d’officher, one that is 
big of erection. He gasped and shook, and I told myself I 
had Bill Turner right where I wanted him. 

“And what a good boy you are,” I enthused, 

“C’mon, c’mon,” he went on saying. 

He was not one to play around, he wanted to get right 
down to fundamentals; I might even have to fight him off 
before the night was much older. He was a stolid guy, he 
didn’t have too much imagination. He had been accus- 
tomed to make love to his wife in one position only, with 
his wife under him with her legs spread. I wondered if he 
would take kindly to any of the other postures. 

I knew one way I could vary his love-making. I shoved 
his pants down, and made him step out of them. He had 
his shoes and socks on, but they didn’t matter. I put my 
arms about his neck, and jumped up and wound my 
thighs around his hard waist. 

This is the kirti-utthita-bandha posture of the Hindus, 
It is also known as the dok el outed posture of the Arab 
world. A man must be strong to maintain his standing 
pose while the woman works away on him, but Bill 
Turner was strong. This method enables the woman to 
move her hips freely, while all the man need do is just 
stand there. 

I don’t think he meant to take me this way but his 
manhood had more sense than he did. It wanted to get 
somewhere in a hurry and it did. I sighed and eased for- 
war on him. Turner just stood there and shook. He was 
in the grip of carnal desire, of what the Chinese call yen, 
and he couldn’t help himself. 
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“Walk around,” I coached. 

He took a couple of steps and his legs got rubbery. “I 
ca-can’t! I’m gonna—” His arms tightened around me, 
held me firmly as his hips lurched and lurched. He let go 
all the holds and his legs got rubbery. 

He didn’t drop me as I was afraid he might do when he 
went into the maddening kayf of the Arabs. He just stood 
there on those muscular hairy legs and shook and jerked. 
He was making a crooning sound deep in his throat; I 
think he’d forgotten how devastating an orgasm might be. 

I let him go, I eased off him and walked toward the 
bed. He stood there looking shamefaced. I smiled at him 
as I turned on a bed night-table lamp. 

“We have the whole night, big boy. You aren’t throw- 
ing me out of here before dawn. That was pretty good, 
but we're going to have a blast, you and I—and it’s only 
just begun.” 

He lost his hangdog look, he even managed a faint 
grin, “It’s just that I’ve been so horny lately. . . . I haven’t 
been near a woman in over a year... .” 

“Bill, you were super. Now go get our drinks and some 
cigarettes and we'll take up with what Andromache used 
to do to Hector.” 

“T never heard of them.” 

“But I have. Go get the drinks like a good boy.” 

He got the drinks. I took a sip of the Cutty Sark and 
lighted a cigarette while he sat on the edge of the bed and 
took off his shoes and socks. I told him about Hector and 
his wife Andromache of Troy and how they liked to do it 
with Andromache on top. 

“Tt don’t seem right,” he scowled. 

His male pride wouldn’t let him place the woman in the 
so-called ‘dominant position’ even in his imagination. 
The orientals felt like this, they had a saying, ‘The man 
who puts the woman in heaven and himself on the earth is 


56 


cursed.’ But I knew ways to overcome this male hang-up. 
I reached toward him, drew him down on his back while 
my hand began to toy lightly in the French faire la patte 
d’araignee. 

In moments he was panting, squirming around on the 
bed. My fingernails went a little lower, scratching lightly. 
Quivers of ecstasy shook his big, hairy body. 

“You really ought to let me take over,” I wheedled. 
“Til bet I know ways of having fun you’ve never dreamed 
about.” 

I leaned over him, dragging my hanging breasts across 
his hairy chest, the stiff nipples scratching just as did my 
fingernails. His eyes were glazed as he stared up at me. 

“You're some dame,” he panted. 

“For instance, do you know about the paus-paus?” 

His head shake was almost imperceptible, so I told him 
a little about the love posture in which both partners were 
on their sides. The man’s legs should be wrapped about 
the woman in this one to make sure of the dubbow, that 
type of pressure which insures both male and female of 
the utmost pleasure. 

“Yeah,” he breathed. “Let’s try that one.” 

I bit his chest. “Don’t be in such a hurry. That’s the 
trouble with a lot of men. All they can think of is dipping 
their tallow. They never stop to take into consideration 
that by delaying, by using Holding off tactics, they can not 
only bring their pussycat partners a lot more fun—they’ll 
have a lot more fun themselves.” 

“You're torturin’ me, lady,” he moaned. 

“Tm torturing myself,” I whispered back, and put my 
open mouth over his. We were tonguing like crazy an in- 
stant later, 7 

His hands were up on my dependent breasts, gripping 
and squeezing them. “Easy, Bill . . . go easy. Just stroke 
them lightly. . . . there, like that. With your fingertips:” 

It was then that we heard the motorcycles, 
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Chapter 4 


I froze, crouched over the big man. 

His eyes glared up into mine. The ecstasy that was 
twisting his face hardened into a mask of savagery. “What 
the hell!” he snarled and pushed me away with a muscu- 
lar arm. I clawed at the bedclothes to keep from being © 
swept off the mattress and onto the floor. 

He leaped across the room out into the hall. I sat there, 
listening to the thundering roar of the big bikes as they 
went screaming past the house. Whoops and howls of ex- 
citement were half drowned by the crazy laughter of the 
riders. There were girls out there on the fender seats add- 
ing their shrill tones to the uproar. 

In the hallway, Bill Turner was yanking a 12-gauge 
shotgun off.a gunrack, stuffing a couple of shotgun shells 
into it. He made a primeval figure standing naked, big 
and hairy and muscular, his dark hair tangled on his 
head. All through the ages, angry men in defense of their 
homes and property must have looked much like this, I 
told myself. 
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“Bill,” I called, “take it easy. Those are only kids for 
the most part. They don’t mean any harm.” 

They had followed my Camaro all the way from the 
hospital, I guessed. They’d bided their time, they hadn’t 
come swogping down the lonely road until they were rea- 
sonably certain Bill Turner and I had reached an interest- 
ing stage in our lovemaking. Or drinking, Or talking, Or 
whatever it was they imagined we were doing in the al- 
most dark house. 

“Kids, my ass! They’re smart alecks and I know how 
to deal with their kind, don’t you worry about that.” 

He ran to a front window, threw it up and knelt there 
on the carpeted floor. I ran naked toward him, putting a 
hand on his warm shoulder. In the otherwise still night we 
could hear the distant bikes and the yelling of the Valley 
Outlaws. I told myself they were out to teach me a lesson, 
those riders. If I’d been alone, I would have gone out 
there and confronted them face to face, I'd have made 
them ashamed of themselves—I think. 

Or maybe I wouldn’t. Maybe they were out for blood. 

The motors revved. They came barreling back along 
the road, hollering and screeching. The Turner house was 
off by itself, out in this lonely corner of Lake Soledad 
country. There wouldn’t be anybody but us to make any 
complaints. 

Bill shoved the shotgun barrels through the window 
opening, bending his head to sight along the barrel. 

“You can’t,” I protested. “They’re only up to a little 
devilment.” 

His laughter was harsh. “Oh, yeah? Well, so’m, I! I've 
been attacked on my home grounds, lady. This is an at- 
tack, what they’re doin’ with them bikes. A man’s home is 
his castle. You ever hear about that? Now let go of my 
arm and get outta the way.” 

His big hand brushed me backward. I crouched, hardly 
breathing. The bikes were coming back up the road, fast- 
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er now. The riders let go with catcalls and screeches. 
Some of them were just laughing. 

I saw.a dark form cannon past the house, and another « 
and then two abreast and.... 

Baaalaaaammmm! . 

I gasped. 

Baalaaaammmm! 

He had let them have both barrels, right where they © 

" were riding beside each other. The first two riders and the 
last had escaped the full fury of those shotgun blasts, but 
the ones in the middle had been well peppered, 

A couple of girls were screaming, there were male 
voices cursing as the motors roared and we heard the 
scrape of tires on dirt and gravel. Bill Turner chuckled 
thickly. 

“Too far away to more than pepper their hides, but 
they won't forget this night.” He put the 12-gauger down 
and grinned at me, getting to his feet. “I need a drink, 
baby. How’s about you?” E 

My throat was parched, I found. 

He would have stepped into his bedroom for a 
bathrobe, but I caught his hand and drew him with me 
into the kitchen. The wall light was still on, giving enough 
light for him to see how well built I was, and how blond 
my pubic hair. I walked ahead of him with swinging hips, 
letting my buttocks jiggle. i 

Turner grabbed me right in front of the refrigerator 
and began kissing my neck and shoulders. He was making 
a damn fast recovery from his temporary loss of interest 
in my female attractions, maybe his firing of the shotgun 
had tuned him in a little more. His hands were up under 
my breasts, lifting and shaking them and he was nibbling 
at my earlobe. 

Some men react this way to danger, once it’s over. The 
flooding of their systems with the adrenalin manufactured 
by the body seems to trigger off their hormone intake or 
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some such thing. They undergo a physiological body 
change, doctors have explained to me, that is akin to the 
increase of lovemaking and baby-producing in times of 
war, 

Bill Turner had just had his own private war. 

Now it was time to think about his peace time affairs. 
Or should I say piece time? Any way you want to spell it, 
it ended up the same way. 4 

I went to make the drinks with him nudging and nuz- 
zling me all the time. He was no longer the selfish lover, a 
different angle of this man was making itself manifest, He 
was ready to take his time, to enjoy the tachik el heub 
movements of the dok el arz posture or any of the other 
aspects of the Chinese fang shu, or bedroom techniques. 

I handed him his drink. I switched on the radio to soft 
music and stepped into his arms. Naked, we danced 
around his kitchen, thigh to thigh and breasts to chest, 
until he was so excited he was panting like a bellows. I 
caught him around the middle, wrapped my thighs about 
his outstanding attraction and directed him to walk me 
into the bedroom. 

On the bed, we tried the Hindu paus-paus, which Pd 
mentioned to him and which is a side to side position, 
begun with me on my back and my thighs yawning in the 
yumha’ee posture. Then when Bill Turner was locked in 
place, we slid over onto our sides. This is a fun position 
because it is easy on both the man and the woman, they 
are more or less at rest and can dip and dart where it 
counts to their heart’s content. Their hands are also free 
for any little caresses one might want to give the other. 

Bill had caught on. He wasn’t the rough brute he had 
been at the start of our evening. He was more consider- 
ate, it had penetrated his skull that I might enjoy a little 
bit of tenderness, and so he devoted himself to pleasing 
me, with lips at my breast tips and his hands slithering 
over and around my quivering buttocks. 
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He went on and on in the paus-paus. Then we switched 
over to the el mokeurmuett fashion of the Arabs, with my 
legs straight up in the air, my soles pointing at the ceil- 
ing. Bill Turner, once he’d got his second wind, was 
proving himself to be a real bullman—the vrishubha of 
the Indian love-lore pundits—as he lent himself to my 
every caprice. 

He even forgot to object when I turned him over on his 
back and climbed aboard. In this monde renverse of the 
French, the woman is able to control matters with some 
degree of skill because she is unhampered by the male 
weight or by contact with the bed. She can bounce her 
hips or rotate them or just hold still and let her interior 
muscles do the walking. 

Bill Turner lay there and damn near died with delight. 
I was introducing him to unimagined pleasures. I told 
myself he would be under my thumb from this moment 
on. I wasn’t going to rush things, but sooner or later I 
would ‘want to know if and where and how Parker 
Chemicals was getting rid of its waste products. Bill 
Turner was going to tell me. 

I looped and drove until he gave a bellowing shout and 
exhausted himself for long moments, jerking and shaking 
beneath me. I sank down on him, put my arms around his 
neck, and drifted off to sleep with him. 

A slap on my bare rump woke me. 

This hairy mesomorph type was standing in a shaft of 
sunlight beside the bed with a big grin on his foolish face. 
His huge palm slapped my buttock again. 

"Up, up, up!” he caroled. “It’s six o’clock and I’ve got 
to be off for work. Get out into the kitchen and cook my 
breakfast, girl.” 

I opened my mouth to say something nasty. I am not 
the jump-out-of-bed-and-attack-the-world kind of girl. 
I function best after the sun goes down. I would have 
pulled a pillow over my head but I remembered that I 
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wanted to keep on the good side of William Turner sen- 
ior, so I groaned and slid my legs off the side of the bed. I 
padded into the kitchen and hunted blearily for bacon and 
eggs and coffee. 

I fed him as if I’d been doing it for years. 

At the door, he paused and turned back, his face grim, 
“If them motorbike guys come back, fire a shotgun blast 
at ’em. You ever fire a gun before?” 

I nodded sleepily. 

“['m an expert marksman, honey. A sharpshooter. 
Don’t you worry about little old me. Evie Drum can take 
good care of herself.” 

“T hope so. I sure hope so.” 

He pecked my cheek and moved off toward his 66 
Olds. I closed the door and ran back to his bedroom. I 
launched myself at the bed. I think I fell asleep in midair, 
seconds before I landed. 

I woke a second time about two in the afternoon. I 
tolled over, stretching my legs every -whichway. I purred 
with delight. It was so good to bask here amid the rum- 
pled bedclothes. It made me feel like turning over and 
sleeping some more. I remembered that in all the excite- 
ment of last night, I’'d forgotten all about giving the bro- 
ken bike to Bill Turner. That made me remember the 
Valley Outlaws. 

I had to go see them. I'd fired my opening volley, it 
was time now to smoke the peace pipe. I sighed and 
started for the bathroom shower. - 

Back to the motel for capris and a blouse, then out 
along the highway and the dirt road to the old garage. 
There were six motorcycles on their kick-stands as I 
braked to a stop in a sworl of dust. Three of the riders 
were sitting on old chairs to one side of the garage door- 
way. 

“Hi,” I said cheerfully. 

They glowered at me. From inside the garage a girl 
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yelled something and a man cursed. Helpfully I asked, 
“Anything I can do?” 

Baby Face came out of the garage and stared at me. 
Then he started my way, his face a potpourri of fury, 
doubt and hope. I watched his face as he sauntered to- 
ward the Camaro. 

“You damn near killed a couple of us last night,” he 
snarled. “We owe you for that.” 

“You damn near killed me, coming down that road at 
that hour just when I was playing ‘getcha’ with a very 
sensitive portion of my boy friend’s anatomy.’ 

His anger struggled with a sense of humor. A grin won 
out over a scowl. “So okay, maybe it wasn’t such a hot 
idea. Can you fix a gunshot wound?” 

As a L.U.S.T. lady, I am reasonably expert in first aid 
matters. I got out of the car, opened my Camaro glove 
compartment and took out the kit I carry with me when I 
can, I never know when I may be the one who needs the 
first aid treatment. 

Baby Face lead the way into the garage. 

Half a dozen members of the gang were grouped 
around a camping cot that had been opened and set up so 
Rog could lie down on it, His chinos were off, he was in 
shorts and shirt. His right leg had taken half a dozen 
shotgun pellets and did not look any too good., 

One of the girls in the Outlaws had been tying ban- 
dages about it. I elbowed her out of the way. 

“How long’s he been bandaged like that?” 

“Ever since we got back here,” the girl muttered sul- 
lenly. 

“Wrong treatment, sister. Gunshot wounds need air so 
they won't fester.” I got some bottles out of my kit. 
“You're going to go see a doctor, Rog. You have to have 
anti-tetanus shots.” 

He half rose up on an elbow. “Not me,” he blustered. 

Big Turk was watching my hands as they poured liquid 


64 


onto some cotton. Very gently I cleaned the buckshot 
wounds and saw that the pellets had gone into the flesh. 

“Gunshot wounds go deep,” I said conversationally. 
“They may not bleed, especially this kind. That means the 
germs are down inside the flesh. The pellets have to be 
taken out, It'll hurt.” 

Rog sneered. 

I asked, “Anybody got a sharp knife?” 

Big Turk turned away, came back with a thin-bladed 
stiletto. I nodded as he handed it to me. “It’s sharp, all 
right. It has a fine point, which will help.” I stared across 
Rog at Big Turk. “You got any liquor? Bring all you can 
and give it to him.” 

They got Rog drunk and then held him while I probed 
for the buckshot after sterilizing the stiletto tip with fire. I 
got the buckshot out and poured in what was left of the 
whiskey, Rog howled as the liquor bit, but I told myself I 
had done all I could. 

“Into the car. Carry him,” I ordered. 

One of the girls, a cute redhead, raised her eyebrows. 
“A doctor has to report gunshot wounds.” 

“Sure he does, honey. But you leave all that red tape to 
me. I know ways of squaring things with the fuzz.” 

They looked dubious, but Big Turk nodded. “If he’s - 
gonna get lockjaw by not seein’ a sawbones, we're gonna 
make sure he doesn’t get it. You want us to come along?” 

“Just go away someplace for the next few hours. Oh, 
yes. After you carry Rog to my car. And next time you go 
racing up and down lonely roads at night, remember that 
some people fight back.” 

Big Turk dropped his eyes and kicked at the ground. 
“We was only tryin’ to scare you some.” 4 

“I know what you were doing—and why. I’m telling 
you not to do it again. Now get your shoulders under Rog 
and lift him—easy, easy. That liquor smarts.” 

I slid into the Camaro, turned it and headed toward 
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town. Rog sat beside me, his face white, his forehead 
covered with sweat. I drove in silence for about ten min- 
utes, then I glanced sideways. 

“Now you know,” I snapped. 

“Know what?” 

“How it feels to be on the receiving end.” 

His eyes got big and round. “Lady, whatta you talking 
about?” 

“About two men you beat up, you and your Outlaw 
friends,” 

He shook his head. “We never beat nobody up, 
ma’am.” 

“Okay, deny it if it makes you feel any better.” 

I braked at a small house where a doctor’s sign hung 
from an iron rod. I came around the side of the car and 
said, “You can hop on your left leg, Rog. Pll be under 
your right arm.” 

He was a big, heavy guy, but he was putting most of 
his weight on his good left leg, and it wasn’t too hard to 
get him into the waiting room. There were half a dozen 

’ men and women in there. They stared at us as if we had 
three heads each. I eased Rog down onto a chair, then 
told the nurse, when she showed up, that this was an 
emergency. 

She brought us into the hospital part of the office, a big 
white room with métal cabinets holding bandages and 
medicines, an examination table, a writing desk, a scale 
and other doctorial impedimenta. 

The doctor came in fussily, looking very annoyed, He 
was a dapper little man with a goatee, dark glasses pulled 
down on his nose over the rims of which he stared at me 
and then at Rog. 

“What’s this? What’s this?” he fretted. 

I told him as briefly as I could, lying when it came to 
the wounds. “He’d put his shotgun on the table, but it fell 
off and fired. It was an accident, doctor.” 
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“Til have to report it, you know that.” 

“Certainly you will. But first,, hadn’t you better give 
him an anti-tetanus shot?” 

He scowled at me, plainly annoyed. But he did a 
thorough job. He made Rog take off his pants, he exam- 
ined the first aid job I'd done, glancing at me approvingly, 
and then swabbed some glop over the wounds himself. He 
got out his needle, filled it, and gave Rog his shot. 

“You ought to be all right now,” he snapped as if an- 
noyed at the mere thought. 

I opened my bag, took out a ten dollar bill and handed 
it to him. He asked, “How come a nice young lady like 
you is bothered about—” His head jerked at Rog in his 
chinos and black leather Valley Outlaws jacket. 

“He’s my nephew,” I smiled, 

The doctor looked a little dazed, but he told the nurse 
to bring the wheelchair, and between us, the nurse and I 
got Rog back into the Camaro without causing him too 
much pain. I thanked the nurse and got in beside the 
bikerider. 

“Where to? And don’t tell me the garage.” 

“T got a room off Lakewater Lane. It ain’t much.” 

“All you need is a bed in it.” 

He chuckled. “I got that, at least.” 

I drove him to a small boarding house and managed to 
get him up the stairs and into his room. His landlady was 
curious, she followed us up the stairs asking questions. 

I told her Rog had taken a tumble off his bike. That 
seemed not only to satisfy but oddly enough, to please 
her. “I told him ridin’ them bikes was no good. Get him- 
self killed, one of these days.” 

The woman was heavyset, the motherly type. She kept 
looking down her nose at Rog, but I detected under her 
snappish exterior the need to care for someone. I closed 
the door on Rog, I took the woman into my confidence. 

“He’s had rather a bad shock, I’ve just come from 
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Doctor Thorne. He needs looking after, but he’s so 
proud... .” 

I let my words trail off. The woman sniffed, but her 
eyes warmed. “I'll look after him, miss. You're the one 
who brought Billy Turner to the hospital, aren’t you? 
You’re a regular angel of mercy, I declare.” 

News gets around. I searched her face for signs of 
mockery, but she meant what she said. I patted her hand. 
“J just seem to turn up when needed, that’s all. Now you 
will make sure he sleeps undisturbed and gets something 
hot to eat?” 

“J will that.” 

I went into the room and helped Rog out of his clothes. 
T left his shorts on and pulled the covers up over him. His 
eyelids were all but closed; Rog was on the brink of ex- 
haustion. 

“Pl be back later,” I told him, “but right now I want 
you to get some shut-eye.” 

I tiptoed out of the room. The landlady was waiting for 
me in the downstairs hall. We were allies, her glance told 
me, two sensible women_about to convert a.stupid young 
man from the error of his ways. I nodded and flashed her 
a conspiratorial smile. When I clicked heels down the 
front walk, I knew that Rog would be more than well 
cared for in his little room. He would get mothered to 
death. 

The Camaro moved away from the curb. I had a date 
at the Highway Police headquarters, a fieldstone-and- 
glass one-story building set in a grove of pine trees about 
ten miles beyond Soledad. There was a squad car parked 
near a metal chain that served as a fence as I pulled the 
Camaro in beside it. 

A big blond giant in highway patrol grays Idoked up as 
I entered. His face was emotionless, bland. Even his 
“Yes, miss? Anything I can do for you?” was routine. 

“Doctor Thorne just called you up, I believe.” 
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His face was not cooperating with me at all. 

“He reported a gunshot wound,” I smiled, rummaging 
in my handbag. His blue eyes saw the pearl handles of my 
Belgian Bulldog, I guess, because he stirred and looked 
mildly alarmed. I brought out my wallet, flipped it open 
and handed it up to him where he sat behind the high 
desk. 

“My credentials,” I said. 

He stared hard at me, then at the wallet where my 
L.U.S.T. Card was reposing inside its plastic covering. He 
looked at me again, with interest in his eyes. 

I told him that Bill Turner had blasted the Valley 
Outlaws with buckshot, and that I’d taken Rog to Doctor 
Thorne. I also told him that I didn’t want the fuzz pester- 
ing Rog or the Valley Outlaws, and most particularly not 
Bill Turner. 

“Tl have to phone for confirmation, miss—er—miss 
Drum.” 

I gave him the phone number and told him either The 
General, who runs the entire League of Underground 
Spies and Terrorists organization, or David Anderjanian, 
would back me up. In the field, a L.U.S.T. agent is given 
almost carte blanche to handle his or her cases, because 
the agent in the field has his fingers on the pulses of ev- 
erybody in the case. 

It took about half an hour, but the blond patrolman fi- 
nally handed me back my wallet with a friendly nod and 
an almost friendly smile. “Okay, it’s taken care of. Pl 
make the notations in the record. Nobody’ll bother any of 
your people. But tell Turner not to go around shooting 
off his shotgun again, will you? There are laws in this 
state that have to be obeyed.” 

I winked and saluted. i 

He was chuckling to hmself as I walked out into the 
late afternoon sunlight. I had one more job to take care of 
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before I headed for my motel room. I had to see Hugo 
Edmunds. 

The scientist was glum as he opened the door of his 
motel room to me. He was wearing a jersey shirt and 
slacks, and a pair of golf shoes on his feet. He looked as 
if he were going out to play on the links. He smiled faint- 
ly at my surprised expression. 

“I don’t wear a lab smock in the field, and that’s where 
we're going, isn’t it? To take test samples of that lake 
water?” 

“Sorry about that,” I laughed. “I think of scientists as 
old men with bald heads and beards. From seeing too 
many movies, maybe.” 

It broke the ice, that silly expression of mine. Each of 
us had been remembering the last time we’d been togeth- 
er, each of us was a little edgy at resuming friendly rela- 
tions. Hugo invited me in with a sweep of a hand, then 
placed a small box in my palms. 

“Since you’re here, I’ll put you to work,” he grinned. 

We got his equipment into his car trunk. It was like 
going on a picnic, in away. The idea of a picnic appealed 
to me suddenly. Why not combine work with play? 
Maybe this might be heresy to an old Establishmentarian, 
but I marched myself toward the motel dining room and 
bought up ten bucks’ worth of sandwiches, hot coffee in 
thermos bottles, some cake and other assorted goodies. 

When I told Hugo what I’d done, while I was stagger- 
ing toward the Camaro under the weight of all the edi- 
bles, he laughed like a boy. “Hey, great! Here, let me give 
you a hand.” 

I locked the Camaro: and left it in the motel parking 
slot. If the Valley Outlaws were looking for me, they’d 
waste their time around an empty car. I slid my behind 
onto the seat beside the scientist and crossed my Capried 
thighs, 

9 day was one of those that makes you feel especial- 
a0, > 


ly alive. The sunlight was warm, the air was pleasant. The 
wind as it came down off the Sierra Nevadas was scented 
with balsam. I let my head drop back on the seat-rest and 
breathed it in with a happy sigh. 

When he pulled over under some trees at lakeside, 
Hugo Edmunds was all business. He and I got his equip- 
ment out of the car trunk, but I lay down on some pine 
needles and dozed while he went about his work. I had a 
vague impression that he was dipping test tubes in lake 
water, stopping them up and putting them in racks, that 
he was setting up a folding table and his testing equip- 
ment on top of it. 

A bird chirped and sang on a tree branch. The breezes 
tiptoed between the boles, flirting with my blond hair 
which I was wearing loose today. I actually fell asleep for 
a little while. When I woke, I could see Hugo scowling 
and shaking one of his test tubes. 

“Any luck?” I asked blearily. 

“Too much—all bad.” 

I sat up, wrapped arms around my knees. “Oh? The 
lake water’s all contaminated, then?” 

“Like a barrel of atropine mixed with strychnine. 
Trouble is, by the time an ecologist gets to do what I’m 
doing, the damage has been done. Laws should be passed 
to prevent manufacturers and chemical plants and oil re- 
fineries from building so close to lake waters and other 
tourist spots so all this will never happen. Let ’em dig 
holes in the ground for their wastes.” 

He looked out at the lake and sighed. “Beautiful place, 
this. Trees come down right to the water’s edge, it’s quiet, 
like a little corner of heaven. How I’d have loved to have 
come here to wet a line and fish instead of doing this.” 

“Money, money, money,” I said brightly. 

He looked at me in surprise. ““That’s the reason, yes. 
Big business with its profits. The hell with the beauties of 
nature. Do it the most economical way. The lake is here, 
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dump the contaminants into its waters. What’s the dif- 
ference if the fish die out? Who cares about the fish or fish- 
ermen? Fishermen don’t pay that much money in li- 
cense fees.” 

“You're pretty bitter. I know what you need.” 

I scrambled for the picnic hamper and the big jug that 
held ice and half a dozen cans of Schlitz beer. Hugo 
watched me with grave interest. I pried off with lid and 
reaching in, brought out a water-beaded can. “Catch!” I 
yelled and tossed it to him. 

He caught it deftly with a big hand, giving a yell. “Eve, 
T hand it to you. You know just what a man needs even 
before he does himself.” 

He ripped off the tab and put the can to his lips. He 
drank deep. When he put the can down he sighed and let 
his stare rest on me very kindly. “You'll make some man 
a great wife, honey. I’m almost tempted to get in the race 
myself.” 

“Almost tempted? Only—almost?” 

We both laughed. Hugo waved the can around as he 
talked, striding up and down the pine-needled shore. 
“Fellow could be happy with a cottage in here under 
these trees, if that lake water was clean and there was fish 
in there. Great country, this. Healthy, plenty of clean air. 
Not like the cities. Yeccch! Smog. Lead in the air from 
automobiles’ gas fumes. Who wants to breathe stuff like 
that when you can fill your lungs with this?” 

He breathed deeply. The can began to wave again. 
“We're working on it. Oh, yes. Finally. At last. Ecologists 
all over the place, studying animals in their natural habi- 
tats, plants and how they react. One of, the first uses of 
ecological science was the use of canaries in coal mines, 
_you know. The canaries would keel over when the accu- 
mulation of coal gas got too bad. This would give the 
miners a chance to get out and stay alive. 

“Today, they’re using certain mosses—which accumu- 
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late lead from the environment—to test for lead from ex- 
haust fumes. Different things like that.” 

He went rambling on. I listened, enthralled. Me, I’m a 
girl spy for L.U.S.T., I know from nothing about things 
like ‘storm chokes’ that oil companies can use to prevent 
an oil flow from an offshore drilling operation from run- 
ning wild and causing an oil spill, or ‘incident solar radia- 
tion’ which is caused by the polluted air so needed sun- 
light does not reach the world’s vegetation. 

His eyes touched my bosom. “Do you know that the 
milk in a woman’s breasts contains four times the legal 
amount of DDT allowed in cow’s milk? Pretty sad thing, 
isn’t it, to reflect that a mother endangers her child by 
nursing it herself? As a matter of fact, every human being 
has more DDT in him than is allowed in meat sold to the 
public.” 

He sat down beside me. I handed him a ham-and- 
Swiss-cheese-on-rye sandwich. He chomped away, shak- 
ing his head gloomily from time to time and giving out 
with other spin-chilling bits of information. Like: air 
pollution could cause another Ice Age, and this same air 
pollution damage costs every person in the United States 
over sixty dollars a year, 

“You scare me,” I told him at last. 

Sunlight glinted on his horn rims as he turned to look 
at me. “I wish I could scare everybody in the whole damn 
world! This is bad business, Eve. When you think that 
the world is going to be overpopulated in about thirty 
years—by that I mean that the world won’t be able to 
produce enough food to keep these people alive—you 
can really get the wheemies, 

“More people have been born into the world since 
1870 than before that date, Seems incredible, doesn’t it? 
And the more people you have, the more babies you're 
going to have born, each one needing to be fed—oh, yes. 
The human race is going to finish itself off in very short 


73 


order. Like the dinosaurs? Did they come to an end in 
some such way?” 

“Stop it,” I said. 

“] wish I could. The problem is so vast, so complex, 
that I sometimes think there isn’t going to be any solu- 
tion, that I’m wasting my time here beside this lake.” 

“Hey, now. None of that. We have a job to do. What 
have you learned?” 

Hugo chuckled. “Not a thing, yet. I need a couple of 
hours in a laboratory and for that I have to go to Fresno 
to buy the equipment I'll need. They have mobile labs, 
some cities, that is, which can tell scientists about pollu- 
tion in a matter of hours. But I’m not so lucky as to have 
one of them. So, I’ve got to do this the trial and error 
way. But at least, I took plenty of samples. I can test 
away to my heart’s content. But it all takes time.” 

‘Don’t you suspect anything?” 

“Of course. Mercury poisoning, for one thing. Most 
chemical companies dump the mercury they fashion as a 
waste product in the chlorine making process. There are 
probably other pollutants as well. Even companies that 
use acceptable effluent controls still turn water into which 
they dump, far too acidic for safety. Sewage from plastic 
plants—and there is a plastic manufacturer on Lake So- 
ledad—will make the water unfit for swimming and fish- 

” 

He added gloomily. “The possibilities ‘are almost end- 

less.” 
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Chapter 5 


I kept telling myself that if there was more than just 
one guilty party among the pollutors of Lake Soledad, 
this would not make my job any easier. One bad apple I 
could handle; three or four would make the job that much 
harder. I began to get gloomy myself. , 

I helped Hugo get his equipment together and store it 
in the car trunk. We were silent, there wasn’t much to 
say; Hugo had been pretty thorough in his treatment of 
the problem. Even if we do succeed in the next ten or fif- 
teen years to clear up air and water pollution, there is the 
future hazard of man pollution. 

There are roughly three and a half billion people on the 
Earth now. The world population will double by the year 
two thousand seven. It will quadruple by two thousand 
forty. One hundred years from today, there will be anoth- 


er quadruplication, when there will be twenty-five billion . 


people living on our planet. 
There won’t be enough food to feed them. 
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Not nohow. 
Things like this scare me. It makes everything we do 
. seem so useless. Still, I had a job to do. To work, Eve. To 
work! 

On the way back to the hotel, Hugo explained that he 
had his eye on an empty building—it had been a gas sta- 
tion some years back but was now abandoned—which he 
could rent for a couple of weeks from the local real estate 
agent. He would put his newly purchased equipment in it 
and go to work; he would get that equipment in Fresno 
tomorrow, and by tomorrow night he should have it in- 
stalled and ready for operation. , 

“Certain tests are so complicated, I need more gadgets 
to make those tests than I can carry in the Corvair,” he 
explained. “I'll hire one of those U-haul vans, the kind 
that fits on the back of a car, and load it up.” 

He would leave a call at his motel desk to be wakened 
by five. He would be in Fresno by the time the business 
places were open. He would be back here in Soledad a 
little past high noon. He would work all afternoon and 
into the night. 

“Sometime by day after tomorrow, I can begin to give 
you results,” he promised, easing the Corvair into the 
parking slot beside my Camaro. 

I wished him all the best. After he drove off to see the 
real estate agent, I decided to pay Rog a visit and see how 
our invalid was doing. 

The landlady was glad to see me. “He’s grumpy as a 
bee-stung bear,” she announced gleefully. “This is a good 
sign. It means he’s getting better.” 

I went upstairs, found the door slightly open so I poked 
my head around its edge. Rog was lying in bed staring up 
at the ceiling. He was unshaven, his brown hair was un- 
kempt. I made a face at him. 

“You look like a slob,” I told him, coming into the 
Troom. 
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“Who needs you?” he growled. 

“You do, Rog. First thing I’m going to do is shave 
you.” 

“Oh, no!” he howled. 

I found an electric razor in his drawer and plugged it 
in. My left hand grabbed a handful of his hair and held 
his head more or less steady while I ran the triple heads 
around his face, 

“Good thing for you this isn’t a straight-edge,” I 
smiled, “I’d have slit. your throat three times and taken 
off at least four ears.” 

He grunted, but his lips twitched. I found some hair 
tonic and used it quite liberally and then reached for a 
comb. When I was done, he looked human. 

“What sort of bike do you ride?” I asked, sitting in a 
chair beside the bed. He eyed me suspiciously, but he 
shrugged his shoulders, 7 

“Triumph. I did a lot of work on it. It has Bultaco 
brakes front and rear, a five-speed Quaife-type transmis- 
sion, factory cams—” 

He broke off, grinning. “I’m way ahead of you, hey? 
You don’t know what I'm talkin’ about.” 

“Not really. I can ride a bike but—” I shrugged. “I re- 
ally can’t tell a cam from a carburetor. It’s all I can do to 
sit on the seat and steer.” 

“There’s a drag race day after tomorrow,” Rog said 
slowly. “The girls have a race, too. Maybe you could 
enter it on my bike.” 

“Where’s the drag strip?” 

“Not far. Halfway between Soledad and Clover. We 
made it ourselves, cleared the land, chopped down the 
trees, rented a bulldozer, smoothed out the strip, then we 
blacktopped it. We've got a course now. We been thinkin’ 
about maybe puttin’ in stands, you know? Charge admis- 
sion, sometime, help pay for the costs and all.” 
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“Would Big Turk let me use your bike for a couple of 
trial runs?” I wondered. “I should get to know its feel.” 

I didn’t tell Rog, but I had taken a crash course in mo- 
torcycle riding from a L.U.S.T expert at the big farm 
outside Washington which is L.U.S.T. field headquarters. 
There is a practice strip not too far away, maintained by 
one of the big motorcycle manufacturing companies. I 
was permitted its use with my instructor. 

He started me on a Vespa motorscooter so I would get 
to know the feel of a bike-seat under my behind and two 
handles in my fists. I graduated to a Honda, and then to a 
Harley-Davidson. I could get around that track pretty 
good by the time I had to leave for California. 

Nobody knew better than I did that drag strip racing, 
Valley Outlaws style, was a lot different from the riding 
I'd done on the professional track near the L.U.S.T. 
training center. For one thing, the track would not be 
nearly as smooth. I would be riding against girl riders on 
their boy friends’ bikes, and a lot of those girls would be 
pretty damn expert. I got a queasy feeling deep inside me. 

Rog grinned, “Big Turk doesn’t own my bike. I do. I 
say you can use it, you can. But maybe I'd better write 
you a little note, telling the Outlaws that while I’m laid 
up, the Triumph is yours.” 

I got him some writing paper and a ballpoint pen from 
his landlady. He scribbled a couple of sentences. I tucked 
the paper into my handbag. 

Then I said, “Tell me straight, Rog. Do the Outlaws 
beat up people in Soledad?” 

He squinted his eyes up at me, puzzled. Then he shook 
his head. “Never have yet, and I’m a charter member of 
the gang. Sometimes a few of the boys at the local tavern 
get to feeling their schnapps and pick a fight when they 
see us cruising around. 

“As a matter of fact, there’s no love lost between us. 
They got some big bruisers in the Red Candle, that’s the 
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worst of the taverns. They beat up on Tommy one day, 
pretty bad. They caught him alongside of the road work- 
in’ on his bike and they piled out of their jalopy—three 
of them, it was—and worked him over with their fists. 
They left him lyin’ unconscious in the ditch. Maybe it 
coulda been worse, they could have wrecked his BMW 
but they didn’t.” 

He sighed, staring up at the ceiling. His eyes were half 
closed as he remembered events that had taken place in 
Soledad. 

“They did worse to Spike. They ran him off the road 
one night and broke two of his fingers with a hammer, 
over his own handlebars. They had knocked him half 
senseless already, you see, but when that hammer came 
down on his fingers, he says he really screamed. Like a 
horse in agony. You ever hear a horse scream?” 

I swallowed and nodded. 

“Why don’t you boys fight back?” 

His head rolled. sideways on the pillow as he grinned 
faintly. “We bikeriders got a bad enough rep as it is. The 
Hell’s Angels, that sort of bit. The law’s only too willing 
to pounce on us. Those tavern boys, they got jobs work- 
ing around town. They’re respectable citizens, you know? 

“Us, we're crap. Motorbike riders. Troublemakers, 
Nuisances. We got'no rights, Even when Nance... .” 

He broke off, sighing. 

I asked sharply, “What about Nance?” 

“She’s one of the crowd. Big Turk’s girl. Tough little 
nut, and not my kind, But them guys got her one night, 
she was in her car and had a flat. She was fixin’ it when 
four big guys pulled off the road alongside her. They fixed 
the flat for her, at least two of them did—while the other 
two were takin’ turns with her in the back of her own car.” 

UChristh? = 

I was silent. I felt damn sorry for this Nance, whoever 
she was. Nobody had ever done that to me, but I could | 
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imagine how it must have been, with two hairy bastards 
holding her and undressing her naked and then while one 
held her, the other taking his fun. 

“She wanted to die, Big Turk told me. She tried to cut 
her wrists but he stopped her, told her it didn’t make no 
difference to him what they'd done. He still wanted her, 
she was still his girl. It took a long time for them to scars 
to heal over and I don’t mean where she tried to slash her 
wrists. 

“She’s a different kind of girl, now. A bitch. She used 
to be nice, too, We all put up with her, because of what 
happened.” \ 

I sighed and stared down at my hands. What could I 
say? Nothing to change the bitterness in Rog’s voice 
about what had happened to his friends, certainly. 

I said slowly, “The reason I keep pestering you with 
questions, Rog, is that a couple of scientists sent to Lake 
Soledad were beaten up some weeks back. I’ve wondered 
if the Outlaws did it.” 

“No, they didn’t. I'd know if they had.” 

“Do you know who did.” 

He shook his head. 

I walked out of the boarding house, looking at my Mo- 
yado wristwatch. It was close to four in the afternoon, I 
could still make it to the garage for a test run on Rog’s 
Triumph. 

When I braked at the garage, the place was empty, the 
bikes were gone. All except the big Triumph that be- 
longed to Rog, that is. I was still wearing the Capris and 
blouse, so I figured I was dressed okay to go for a spin. I 
slung a leg over the big black leather seat and kicked the 
starter. I had to kick the damn thing three times before 
the engine roared to life; I don’t pack the beef Rog does. 

T eased the 500 out of the garage and along the cement 
stripping, then swung onto the dirt road, feeding her the 
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fuel. The Triumph responded like a thoroughbred, its 
Speedmaster cords dug in and off I went. 

There is something private and personal in driving a 
motorcycle that one misses in a car. The rider is unpro- 
tected, the wind slashes him, the bike is like a nervous 
mustang between the thighs. One wrong move and you 
may have had it. 

I was a mite nervous, at first. Then slowly, I got the 
feel of the big machine. Its motor was something else, and 
the cords bit into the dirt as if made especially for it. It 
seated well, I was comfortable enough. I came up off the 
toad and onto the highway at thirty miles per hour, I ley- 
eled off at fifty for a while, with my hair streaming 
straight out behind me; I told myself I needed a helmet 
with a wind shield before I attempted any drag strip rac- 
ing. 

Teased the hand throttle down to forty, and cruised. 

It was coming back to me, the hand-brake work and 
the handle accelerator, the bounce of the springs, The 
front fork action was great for easy handling. I was hav- 
ing a ball. I went maybe ten miles, then swung around 
and came back. 

I was about two miles from the dirt road when I heard 
the motorbikes in back of me. I turned my head, saw Big 
Turk and Baby Face and the hardfaced boy named 
Tommy coming up on me fast. Turk and Torhmy were in 
the lead, Baby Face was dragging. 

Big Turk was laughing fit to kill. “Hey, it’s the dame. 
Let’s give her a thrill, Outlaws!” 

He came up on my left, going sixty. I slowed to about 
thirty-five. I wasn’t any expert on the Triumph, or on any 
other make of motorbike for that matter. I yelled, “Keep 
your distance, Turk.” 

He jeered at me, laughed, and came up even. He 
reached out a big-paw and gave the handlebars a push. I 
went skidding and sliding sideways toward a ditch at the 
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side of the road. I cursed under my breath, then I didn’t 

even bother doing that; I needed all my energy to keep 

the Triumph upright. I bounced and bumped and slid a 

good ten feet, but I kept the tires from going off the 
_ macadam and into that ditch, 

Suddenly Baby Face was beside me. “Easy does it, Eve. 
Good work, You didn’t hit that panic button, give her the 
juice—now!” 

I did what he said, the Speedmasters grabbed and then 
I was zooming along the highway and the bike was steady 
as a rock under me. I was salty, as the bike boys say, 
damn mad. I hit the throttle, much to Baby Face’s sur- 
prise, and ran away from him. I came up fast on Tommy 
and Big Turk. 

Big Turk was five feet ahead of Tommy and to the 
right. So when I came even with Tommy I leaned side- 
ways and gave his right leg a kick with the toe of my 
granny oxford. He yelped and slid away from me, fighting 
for control of his BMW. Big Turk turned his head. His 
eyes got big and round. 

I kicked him in the knee. He yelped and his front 
wheel waggled and then I was past him, hitting the gas 
pedal, putting my head down and letting the Triumph go. 
We roared along the highway, the Triumph and me, like a 
couple of demented souls screaming through the air. 

I went right past the dirt road turn, running on for an- 
other couple miles. Then I swung back and zoomed 
along until the dirt road came up on my right. I took it at 
an angle, went along it in a cloud of dust. I braked up 
and turned in at the garage. 

Big Turk and Tommy and Baby Face were there, all of 
them grinning as they watched me hit the kick-stand. I 
dismounted and sagged against the big 500. 

“Hi,” I said weakly. 

» Big Turk laughed. It was a pretty nice laugh, kind of 
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honest and without any mockery in it. “You'll do, baby. 
I'm sorry about that, back there. I just couldn’t help it.” - 

“Yeah,” I said. “But it was more Rog I was thinking of 
than me. This is his bike. How’d you know I wouldn’t 
ditch it into a heap of wreckage?” 

Tommy swore softly. “I never thought about that.” 

“None of you think,” I snapped. 

I shook myself into some kind of shape and moved to- 
ward the Camaro. “Oh, yeah,” I said, reaching into my 
pocket and bringing out Rog’s note. “Rog said I could use 
his bike any time I wanted.” 

I gave the note to Big Turk. He opened it and read it 
gravely. He nodded and tucked the note into his pocket. I 
turned toward the Triumph to put it back in the garage 
but Baby Face moved to intercept me. 

“Tl park it,” he grinned. “We owe you that much.” 

“Rog said there was a drag strip race day after tomor- 
row.” 

“So?” Baby Face looked puzzled. 

“He said there was a race for girls.” 

“Sure. There is. But Nance always wins.” 

T recalled very vividly what Rog had told me about this 
Nance, if it was the same girl. I decided not to let the 
Outlaws know what Rog had told me, so I played it 
dumb. 

“Who’s Nance?” I asked, 

“Nancy Evarts, Turk’s girlfriend.” 

I stared at Big Turk. “She like competition?” 

“She never gets none.” 

“She will,” I promised grimly. 

Tommy hooted. I saw Baby Face scowl and Big Turk 
grin. I got the feeling that Nancy Evarts would go to any 
lengths to keep her status as Valley Outlaws girl champi- 
on intact. Well, I was playing for a bigger stake than a 
Teputation as a motorbike rider. One way or another, I 
was going to win that race or know why not, A little voice 
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inside me I would probably learn why not a few seconds 
after the race started. PF 

“Tl be here tomorrow for some practice,” I said. Cas- 
ually. Then I glanced at the big Har-Dav Big Turk strad- 
dled. “Does Nance ride that monster of yours?” 

Big Turk said, “She does. And real good, too.” 

Baby Face walked me to the car. As I got in he leaned 
closer, said, “I'll be here tomorrow at ten. Ride with you, 
if you don’t mind?” 

I told myself I had found an ally. 

How much of an ally I was not to realize until the next 
day when we were out on the highways with the bikes 
doing forty, just easing along. Baby Face gave me a lot of 
pointers and information I'd known nothing about. 

“Drag strip racing is fun,” he explained. “Only you got 
to know the little tricks. Nance knows them. So I gotta 
give you a crash course. There are certain rules about the 
bikes you use, at least in American Motorcycle Associa- 
tion circles. Like how its motor is tuned, that sort of 
thing. You can depend on Rog’s bike. He and I worked 
on it a couple of days ago. It’s in perfect working order. 
Luckily, none of the buckshot pellets hit it by some kind 
of miracle.” 

He went on talking—yelling, actually—as we cruised 
along tire to tire. I got some of what he told me but 'm 
afraid a lot of it went over my head. 

There are all sorts of motorcycle races, cross country 
and grand prix scrambles, plus road racing and quarter- 
mile drags. The Valley Outlaws were having a drag strip 
race tomorrow. In this sort of race, a lot of the motorcy- 
cle is stripped away, even parts of the engine and trans- 
mission. It makes the cycle lighter and gives more accel- 
eration speed. 

“(Il take care of that,” Baby Face promised. 

He went on to explain that the toughest part of the 
drag strip race is the stopping, because most straightaway 
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dragster strips are one quarter of a mile in length and 
then comes the rough ground beyond it, not cleared away. 
The rider goes ploughing into the rough ground at close 
to a hundred miles an hour, sometimes. The Triumph was 
fitted with front and rear wheel brakes, but there just isn’t 
enough stopping space at the ends of the strips for the 
bikes to be slowed down to a safety speed. 

“You'll wear a helmet, of course,” he said as we sat on. 
the side of a grassy hill and stared up at the sky. “You got 
one? Good. Now if you can manage to bundle yourself 
up, so that when you take your spill you won’t be hurt too 
badly. . .. Imean it, Eve, Drag stops are hell on wheels. 

“We've cut away some of the debris and stuff from the 
end of the course, but there are a couple of treetrunks 
standing, and some bushes that'll tangle up your wheels, 
Just be careful, is all.” 

I thought about Nancy Evarts who knew this course 
the Valley Outlaws had made. She would know where to 
fall. I would probably go ploughing into a treetrunk and 
break my fool neck. 

“Couldn’t I take a practice spin on the course, just to 
see what it’s like?” 

“You bet. But not at racing speed, mind. Unless—hey, 
I got a spare helmet back in the garage. We'll go get it.” 

“No, I'll get my own,” I smiled. 

I was afraid I might give the game away by having a 
helmet. with a wind shield mounted on it in my luggage. 
The ordinary girl tourist doesn’t carry a Bell TX helmet 
in her valise. I did. But it had to be risked. If anybody 
asked questions, I could always say I'd bought it for a 
friend. 

Half an hour later I was poised on the Triumph at the 
starting end of the drag strip. The Outlaws had done a 
nice job, the track Was blacktop herd, smooth as a billiard 
table from start ta finish. It was when you got beyond the 
finish line that the trouble began. 
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“Nance will be hitting that end stretch at ninety miles 
an hour, probably,” Baby Face said. “That’s fast enough 
for her to win every time. None of the other girls will go 
any faster.” 

“Will this Triumph do a hundred?” 

“Sure will, Rog has had it up to one, hundred eighty- 
five on a long straightaway. The world record for a bike is 
well over two hundred miles an hour but that’s on a regu- 
lar racing track, properly supervised. Any time you get 
your bike over one-fifty, you're in the speed demon 
class.” 

I moved along the course at an easy forty, studying it. 
When I hit the end, I stopped and looked. Off to the 
right, there was a narrow little trail between a couple of 
treetrunks and some bushes not quite two feet wide. But 
there was a comfortable gap between the treetrunks. I 
sighed and told myself I had to get as far over on the 
right as circumstances and the other girl riders would 
allow, come tomorrow morning. 

I turned around and came back to Baby Face. 

We rode to the garage. Baby Face was going to strip 
off a lot of gear from the Triumph to have it ready, race- 
wise. He also informed me that I would have to park 
rump on the rear fender, the soft leather seat was also 
going to be scrapped. 

I drove to the motel in the Camaro. 

My hands were sweating as I slid ‘out of the car. I had 
hooked myself up with a damn good bike rider for a 
quarter mile drag, and T’'d been on a motorcycle only 
about a dozen times. I shuddered when I thought of hit- 
ting that rough patch at ninety or a hundred miles an 
hour. They would probably scrape me off a treetrunk with 
a knife. 

Oh. well. It was part of my job, getting to know the 
Outlaws better in the hope of finding out which ones did 
the beating up on those scientists. I felt sure Rog was out 
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of it, he’d been honest in his replies to my questions. And 
I couldn’t see Baby Face, either, as a muscleman. That 
left Big Turk, Tommy, Pete and a couple of the other 
boys. 

The phone rang while I was ‘in the shower. I ran out 
wetly dripping to say hello to William Turner. 

“How about you an’ me goin’ out later, Eve?” he 
asked. “There’s a place I go, the Red Candle, for a few 
beers some nights. How about goin’ with me? We could 
have a steak sandwich together.” 

Why not? Hugo Edmunds would be busy tonight set- 
ting up his equipment. 

“Great. Love to, Meet you at the hospital room with 
Billy,” I told him. 

After I hung up. I called Hugo Edmunds. His phone 
rang, but nobody answered. I told myself he was probably 
hard at work in that abandoned gas station where he was 
putting up the equipment he’d driver to Fresno for; at 
least, that’s what he’d said he was going to do this after- 
noon and tonight. I thought I’d drop in an¢ visit him be- 
fore going on to the hospital to see young Billy Turner. 

The gas station Hugo had rented was in a remote 
corner of Soledad. At one time it had been an Esso sta- 
tion, but that had been a long time ago, in the beginning 
of the Fifties; since then, it had stood empty and unused. 
There was a Texaco and a Shell station in town, they 
were enough to handle the more or less simple needs of 
the people of Soledad. 

I drove out there slowly, telling myself that Hugo Ed- 
munds was busy with his vials and retorts and Bunsen 
burners. 

And he was. I knocked on the door. He came to open 
it in sweatshirt and paint-stained pants. His hair was 
ruffiled and his glasses kept slipping down his nose. 

“How are things?” I asked. 

He grinned happily. “I’ve got most of it together.” He 
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waved a hand at what looked like a forest of glass tubing, 
retorts, crucibles and such, “By tomorrow night I should 
have the answers.” 

“What sort of answers?” 

“Well, by analysing the various pollutants I find in the 
lake water I can pretty safely predict which factory is 
emptying their waste products into Lake Soledad. For in- 
stance, the plastic company will be dumping chlorine just 
as the chemical company will be getting rid of mercury.” 

“Then we can move in.” 

He held up his palms. “Hold it right there. You can 
move in. My job is making these tests, presenting them to 
the authorities through you. That’s what I do, that’s all I 
do.” 

“Okay, okay. I just asked.” 

Tomorrow evening,” he said firmly. “Not before.” 

So I headed for the hospital. Billy was delighted to see 
me, I had another batch of comics under my arm. His fa- 
ther was there, and his eyes got just as bright as Billy’s at 
sight of me, though for obviously different reasons. Billy 
gloated over the comic books I dropped into his hands, 
his father loved the belted mini-dress with the roll-over 
collar and the front zipper which was down far enough so 
that as I bent over, Turner pére could see the inner slopes 
of my unbrassiered bosom. 

He was literally pawing the ground like a bull as his 
eyes ate up my nyloned legs when I sat down and crossed 
them. I beamed a smile at him. He was remembering the 
other night and how much fun it had been before and 
after he’d used the shotgun. 

I talked with Billy, learned he would be coming home 
in another few days. I told him I’d come pick him up, his 
dad could go in working. I’d cook them both a nice din- 
ner, too. If Billy was delighted about this, his father was 
even more so. 
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When the warning bell rang, announcing visiting time 
was over, Bill Turner shot out of his seat like a rocket off 
its launching pad. He was practically frothing at the 
mouth, thinking about his beers and me. I talked some 
more to Billy, standing up, knowing Bill senior was right 
behind me, a hand on my hip. 

We got into his car, he drove down Hospital Street to- 
ward Main and then cut over beyond Page to Hamilton. . 
He went along Hamilton for abovt three miles, then 
pulled into a parking lot tinted red and green by the 
flashing neon lights announcing the Red Candle Tavern, 
There were other cars here, it was a good business night. 

“Fellows from the different business "laces around the 
lake come here a lot. My crowd from Parker, a few boys 
from Paradise Plastics or Knox Plastics, one or two from 
the refining company and the other chemical concern. 
Most of the workers live in L.%e Soledad country, if not 
in the town p-oper. V’e ot Ite farms, some of us, grow 
a few vegetables, th'nas like thot.” 

His big hand pv-hed oven the door. We walked into a 
bie room with a Inne bar 2nd a couple of tvhles and some 
booths set acvrinst the wall. There was a jike box plaving 
music: In the back was a cleaved space where folks could 
dance. A dart board hung on the wall, and down at the 
far end, in what was a wing off the main room, I saw the 
corner of a pool table. 

Most of the ‘men in here were in their thirties and for- 
ties, big sys with hair on their chests and their shirts 
open to prove it. They wore workin clothes or old 
slacks nohod: was dreseed up, A few women were in the 
booths with dates or mavbe just acquaintances. 

Some of the men at the bar turned their heads. Their 
eyes gave me a slow go-over, and I returned the comonli- 
ment by beaming a big smile at them. These men must 
know about the pollution problem, I felt confident, and 
wondered if any of them would talk. Probably not; their 
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livelihoods depended on what the factories and refining 
companies did. 

Still. ... 

Bill ordered a couple of beers as we sat down in one of 
the booths, Two men came over to join us. Bill intro- 
duced them as Rip Haggard of Paradise Plastics and Fred 
Roberts of Parker Chemicals. They squeezed in and 
began chatting. When somebody dropped money in the 
juke box, Rip asked me to dance. 

Bill Turner waved a magnanimous hand. 

I found that Rip Haggard knew his way around a 
dance floor. We did a frug and then a Fish. In between 
shakes and bobbings of the head and torso, I made talk. 

“You’ve got a good tan. I'll bet you like the outdoors,” 
I figured this was safe enough as an opening gambit. 

“You bet. Go camping a lot, back in the hills.” 

“Wife like to camp?” 

“Well, yeah. Sort of. Kids eat it up and Molly does 
whatever the kids want. Got four. She wants a couple 
more, but I dunno.” : 

“The more the merrier.” 

“On my salary, it ain’t.” 

“Go on, I’ll bet you draw down good pay.” 

“Sure I do. I’m a machinist, but we already got six 
mouths to feed and six bodies to put clothes on. My kids 
chow down pretty good, not to mention my old lady and 
me.” 

“You go hunting? A deer would help solve your meat 
problems. Or maybe fishing?” 

“Fishing’s no good, not any more.” 

“Oh? Why not?” 

He looked at me suspiciously, then grinned. “You 
know. Pollution. The water’s lousy for fishing or swim- 
ming these days.” 

“Something ought to be done.” 

“You can’t have everything. We got good jobs with 
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good pay. So we don’t get to fish any more. It’s one thing 
or the other.” 

We danced some more, then Fred Roberts cut in. He 
was a foreman at Parker Chemicals, he told me. He used 
to fish a lot, now he went as far as Mono Lake to wet his 
lines. He had two boys, both in their late teens. His wife 
was always glad to see him and the boys take off in his 67 
Ford for an overnight camp and fishing. Left her alone, 
but she enjoyed that, without three hungry mouths to - 
feed all the time. 

Fred Roberts chuckled. “Jenny don’t like fish, won’t 
eat it. But she’ll cook it up for me and the boys and have 
a hamburger herself. I guess she can lay in bed with us 
gone Friday and Saturday nights.” 

“Too bad you can’t fish Soledad.” 

“Used to be great fishing here. Until—” 

He broke off, afraid he had hinted too much. I decided 
to put him at ease. “I know. It’s the pollution. I was going 
swimming the other day when I saw the dead fish. 
Yechh!” 

“Yeah. Too bad.” 

He didn’t seem too troubled. I guess he was getting a 
damn good salary. Like Bill Turner and Rip Haggard, he 
didn’t want to rock the boat by screaming pollution. No 
sense kicking himself in the wallet. He could go to Mono 
Lake for his fishing, or even as far as Lake Buena Vista. 
It was no skin off his nose. 

We went back to the table. Bill ordered more beers. I 
was sipping mine when four big men came into the Red 
Candle. They wore heavy black sweaters with turtle 
necks, heavy shoes and corduroy slacks. They looked 
tough, they were unshaven with hairy jowls, and they had 
beefy arms and middles. One of them had a scar across 
his chin, another wore his black hair rather long. The 
other two seemed like ordinary bruisers, with nothing 
special to make them stand out in a crowd. 
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They bellied up to the bar, ordered boilermakers, a 
shot glass of whiskey and a beer chaser. They put them 
down as if they were water. Scarface started looking 
around the room, pausing to run his pig eyes over my 
legs. As if they interested him, he ran eyeballs up to my 
jutting C cups which were filled out with my grapefruit 
goodies, which also appeared to interest him because he 
ran his tongue around his mouth. 

He never bothered looking at my face. His eyes went 
down to my thighs revealed by the miniskirt and up to my 
knockers, Then his eyeballs played a game of vertical 
tennis. 

“Are they employed by Parker?” I asked Bill Turner. 

“Them guys? Naw, they're stevedores.” 

“Stevedores? This deep in the country?” 

“Well, they used to be stevedores. They work some- 
where, I’m not sure where. Don’t give them the glad eye. 
They're troublemakers.” 

So I looked away into a mirror above our booth. T saw 
Scarface nudge Longhair who turned and ogled what I 
had to show. I thought one of them was going to come 
over and ask me to dance, but they contented themselves 
with staring and with drinking boilermakers. 

Around ten o'clock, Bill Turner started getting itchy. 
His hand was on my stockinged thigh, slowly stroking it. I 
guess he was remembering how much fun it was with me 
in his empty house, because he began making noises to 
signify that it was time for us to be going. 

I picked up one of the paper coasters they put under 
your beer glass to protect the booth table top and stuck it 
in my handbag as a souvenir, just as Bill joggled my 
elbow for the umpteenth time. 

“Come on, let’s blow,” he urged. 

“All right, I’m coming.” 

I swish-hipped past the four toughies, giving Scarface a 
pale smile. He didn’t see the smile, he was looking at my 
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legs and hips. He turned his head to follow my progress 
doorward, so I waggled my hips so my behind would 
shake, 

Bill practically pushed me out of the tavern. “Don’t 
you have any sense? You were making a play for that 
scarfaced guy and he knew it.” : 

“T was not!” I exclaimed indignantly. 

He didn’t want to start an argument, so he merely 
grunted and told me those four stuck together against the 
town. They'd had some troubles with the Valley Outlaws, 
they'd had a fist fight with some of them, it was rumored. 

He wanted to drive me straight to his house, but I told 
him I needed wheels to get me home again, since he used 
his car to drive to work, Turner saw the reasonableness 
of that, he got me to the hospital parking lot and I slid 
into my Camaro. 

I told myself I needed sleep tonight if I was going to 
drag race Nancy Evarts tomorrow morning. If I went 
home with Bill Turner, I darn well wouldn’t get much 
shut-eye. I opened my mouth to say I had a headache, 
but he beat me to the punch. 

“I did some lookin’ around today at the plant,” he 
whispered as he leaned an elbow on my car window, 
“Found something mighty interesting, I think.” 

“Good boy!” I enthused. My campaign with Bill 
Turner was proceeding nicely, it seemed. “What was it?” 

He looked around and whispered even more softly, 
“Can’t tell you here. Follow my car, Eve.” 

I signed, “Right, Bill. Will do.” 

There was no escape. I eased along behind his red tail 
lights all the way to his lonely little cottage. There was no 
sign of the Valley Outlaws, so I figured maybe they 
wouldn’t show up. I hoped not. It was damn disturbing to 
have your lovemaking interrupted by half a dozen Harleys 
or Triumphs, with some assorted Yamahas. or Suzukis 
thrown in for good measure. 
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Turner caught my hand as I came out of the Camaro 
showing plenty of leg, and half dragged me along his flag- 
stoned walk to the front porch. His arms went around me, 
he planted his mouth over mine and kissed me like an 
amorous vacuum cleaner. He was anxious, this boy. 

Oh, well. Turner was pretty hard up, and last night had 
been rather memorable. He was rising to the occasion 
very nicely, too, and that part of me which is mostly Oh 
Oh Sex was discovering that I could get all the sleep I 
needed after the race tomorrow. 

So I bellied up to this big man and let my thighs widen . 
slightly so he could find himself a resting place against my 
blonde mont de Venus. The mere touch aggravated his 
phallatic potentialities, he grunted and squirmed closer 
and closer, putting his big hands on my buttocks to hold 
me right where he wanted me. 

He was scrunching and rubbing so much that I was 
afraid he was going to have a dry run, what the intelli- 
gentsia term ischiofrecosis. 1 didn’t want this to happen, I 
wanted in on the fun, too. So I eased my mid-section out 
from under and giggled as I bit his ear. 

“Inside, you loverboy. Let’s have some privacy.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” he panted. “Yeah!” 

He inserted his key and turned it, threw the door open 
and switched on the light switch. I stepped past him, 
walking across the blue rug pulling up on my miniskirted 
striper. I didn’t have to look to know I was showing my 
legs all the way up to my buttock cheeks. The beige ny- 
lons, the frilled garters dependent from my garterbelt 
added to the picture, and since I was wearing no panties, 
he got a nice gander at the lower part of my jiggling be- 
hind. 

I guess the sight was too much for him. 

With a kind of howl that would have done credit to any 
wolf, he leaped at me, grapped my hips and dropped to 
his knees behind me. His head burrowed up under my 
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miniskirted dress, His lips and tongue bathed my soft 
pink fessier with kisses. 

“Why, Bill!” I breathed, honestly surprised. 

“I never felt this way about nobody else,” he choked 
between kisses. “You drive me nuts, Eve. Why don’tcha 
marry me?” 

“Hey there, easy,” I said. “You don’t know anything 
about me.” 

I was touched, I really was. It isn’t every day a girl gets 
proposed to, but I had to turn him down. I wasn’t wife 
material, and besides, in my line of work a husband is 
only in the way. But I wasn’t going to turn him down flat 
out. Oh, no. I needed Bill Turner. 

So I wept a little and turned around, half lifting him to 
his feet and kissed him and let him move his hands 
around my bare hips until he was shaking all over. 

“Let me think about it,” I breathed into his ear. 

“Yeah, no need to rush things, not as long as you're 
here.” 

“Since I’m here, why are we standing in the living 
room? Wouldn’t it be more comfy in the bedroom?” 

I lifted off my striped dress and shook my unbrassiered 
breasts at him in a little shimmy. My breasts leaped and 
jiggled. His eyes came out of his head as he stared. I don’t 
think his wife ever did anything like this in their living 
room, maybe not even in the bedroom. A lot of wives 
don’t, I am told by husbands who ought to know. 

I backed up slowly and he came after me as though 
hypnotized. I laughed, “You undress too, Bill. You look 
silly in all those clothes.” 

He dropped his shirt on the living room rug. His pants 
and shorts came.off in the hall. He kicked away his shoes 
and socks as he stepped onto the bedroom carpet. I was 
standing against the bed with the backs of my knees 
touching the mattress as he advanced. 

My hands came up, palms toward him, The Kinescicist 
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crowd, which concerns itself with body gestures and their 

meanings, claims that when a woman shows her palms 

to a man, it means she is interested in him. It is like offer- 

ing herself. Well, maybe they’re right, but I was showing 
_ my palms to hold him off for a few moments. 

“What was it you learned at Parker, Bill?” 

“Huh? Oh, that. I'll tell you later.” 

He came up against me, and I felt his warm skin on 
mine, the thrust of his maleness against my thighs. He 
kissed my lips, my cheeks, my throat. He was getting out 
of control, and I didn’t want that; not, at least, until he 
told me what it was that he found so interesting. 

“What was it?” I breathed. 

His mouth’ was sliding toward my breast. Against that 
soft flesh he panted, “The wastes they make. They bury 
them in the ground, somehow.” 

My heart flopped over with a dull thud. 

All my high hopes were flatter than a pancake. If Park- 
er Chemicals dumped their dangerous by-products in a 

big hole in the ground, they could scarcely be contami- 
nating Lake Soledad. 

The time I’d spent with Bill Turner was wasted. 
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Chapter 6 


Well, maybe not wasted, exactly. Because Bill Turner 
was in a loving mood and I was pretty receptive, espe- 
cially since he was pushing me back on the bed and look- 
ing pretty desperate. I just didn’t have the heart to refuse 
him, even if Parker Chemicals wasn’t polluting Lake So- 
ledad. 

“How?” he panted. 

I blinked. “How what?” 

“You said last night you knew ways of having fun I 
hadn’t even dreamed about. You told me to cut the cave- 
man conduct. Okay, so okay. I’m willin’ to learn.” 

The boy showed promise, I told myself. I said out loud, 
“First of all, you’ve got to think of the woman. She likes a 
good time just as much as you do, you know. You 
shouldn’t just sink your meat and jazz for a couple of 
minutes and then let go.” 

“Yeah, but I’m dyin!” 
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“You're always dying. Relax a little, enjoy yourself. 
For an instance, why not kiss me a little?” 3 

I spread my thighs. Bill Turner stared down at me and 
ran his tongue around his lips. I cajoled, ““That’s the idea, 
Bill. A little foreplay. Get us both worked up. Go 
ahead... .” ; 

Sometimes a hairy he-man type like Bill Turner thinks 
oral loving is something no self-respecting male would 
stoop to, though he will enjoy the same sort of caress 
from a female without any qualms. I’m a hedonist at 
heart, I suppose, because I believe that anything that 
gives pleasure to a man or a woman in the coital act is 
fine. 

I lay sprawled out before his eyeballs, all pink nudity 
with a garterbelt and stockings on. A centerfold come to 
life, all for William Turner senior. I looked good enough 
to eat, the mirror over the bureau told me. I guess Bill 
thought so.too, because his head bent before me almost 
worshipfully. 

J felt his lips an instant later and jerked in pulsepound- 
ing pleasure. A woman has many erogenous zones; where 
he was kissing is the most erogenous of the lot. I quiv- 
ered, I couldn’t help it, he was using his tongue now, 
gently and with apparent relish. 

The act affected him, it really did. He got even bigger 
where it counts in a man, and he was discovering that it 
wasn’t so very hard to take, after all. He even enjoyed it 
because he made panting, sobbing noises that told me he 
was just as much taken with his glottinade efforts as I was 
myself, 

I shook and jerked in answer to his tempestuous 
tonguings. I grabbed him, pulled him up toward me. With 
a muffled cry, he lunged, stabbed deep. My hips lifted 
and shook. He quivered and exploded. I’d teased him a 
little too much, it seems. 

However, he wasn’t finished by a long shot. 
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He rolled away from me, over onto his back. “Go 
ahead, like this,” he panted. “Come on! I’m ready, I tell 
you. I’m just gettin’ my second wind.” 

He was; too. Quite a man, Bill Turner. 

I knelt on the bed, asking, “You'll keep looking, won’t 
you, Bill,” 

So it wasn’t the greatest time in the: world to think 
about pollution, but—damnit—I was here to do a job and 
I was going to get it done no matter how many times 
Turner wanted to go for broke. 

At first he didn’t understand me. “Sure I'll keep look- 
in’. I love to look at you, you got some body. Your 
knockers’ are nice and big and heavy, and them nipples 
are like little brown bullets and—” 

“Not me,” I yelled. “The hole.” 

He craned his neck, saying, “Your thighs are too close 
together, I really can’t see the—” 

“The hole in the ground!” I screamed. “Where they’re 
dumping the pollutants, That’s the one I mean.” 

“Oh!! Sure, I'll check some more. But right now... .” 

I threw a leg over him, sat down. 

We did what the French call monde renverse. The 
woman on top position is great for a girl just getting into 
the sexual swim. It gives her a chance to gain some self- 
confidence. She also gets to know herself a little better 
because she is the one who sets the pace, and thus con- 
trols the fierceness of her sensual stimulation. 

I wondered a little at his willingness to assume this love 
posture, since he had been—last night, at least—rather 
balky about trying any new ways. What he’d been in the 
habit of doing with his wife when she was alive, was good 
enough for him now. 

Then it dawned on me. 

Bill Turner was knuckling under to me! 

At first he had fought my suggestions that he spy on 
Parker Chemicals for me. This independence, this male 
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need to stand on his own two legs, independent of the 
world and me, had been reflected in much of his early 
lovemaking last night. & 

During the day, he’d been having thoughts about, me 
and what I wanted him to do. He had nosed around, 
learned that the chemical company dumped its waste 
products in a hole in the ground. This had eased his 
problem. He didn’t want to hurt himself in the wallet by 
admitting to the fact that his company fouled Lake Sole- 
dad, If he’d learned this, he might not have told me so; I 
wasn’t all that sure about Bill Turner. 

But now that his spy activities had told him Parker 
Chemicals was not dumping stuff into the lake, he could 
tell me so, quite freely. And yet at the same time, his 
sub-conscious mind was pointing out that if he was-sub- 
servient to my greater knowledge of the love arts, that if 
he wanted me to stay friendly toward him, he’d better 
treat me more as an individual with likes and dislikes than 
in the manner he'd treated the other women in his life. 

In a sense, Bill Turner was my love slave. 

This did not necessarily mean that if he learned any- 
thing detrimental to Parker Chemicals he would run to 
tell me. But the groundwork had been laid. He might do 
it, and this was what counted most. 

I rode him slowly, gently, for a long time. I brought 
him along by flexing and loosening my constrictor mus- 
cles very easily. I carried him from one sensation to an- 
other, not quite letting him go all out in an orgasmal 
overflow but tuning him in to venereal vibrations that had 
him groaning and shaking like a leaf. 

He was almost in a state of euphoria. 

I leaned closer over him, lowering my breasts to his 
chest, where I rubbed them slowly back and forth. “You 
will, won’t you, Bill? You will check on that hole in the 
ground and see if it really exists or if it’s only something 
the bosses made up to fool people?” 
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“Sure... sure I will... you bet... .” 

His eyes stared up at me meekly. He was a far cry right 
now from the hairy brute he’d been last night when he’d 
first made his move for me. It came to me that his bru- 
tishness was a shield, a mask he put on to prevent. a 
woman from ‘knowing what he was really like under all 
his toughness, Bill Turner liked to be in ‘bondage’ to a 
woman; I’d have bet good money he had been just as 
subservient to his wife. This is not masochism, but it is a 
condition that explains why a lot of big strong males let 
themselves be ordered around by their wives. 

The masochist gets his kicks from being hurt in some 
manner; it is the hurt rather than the sexuality that at- 
tracts him. The male who seeks bondage does so because 
of a need in his very nature to be certain of his available 
sex, By knuckling under to his love object, by granting 
wishes and whims, he feels he had earned the loving that 
will come his way when he pleases his wife, girlfriend or 
mistress. 

Bill Turner had always been like this, Td only brought 
it out in sharper detail. 

Well, his playing spy for me was part of the bondage 
deal. If he pleased me, I would give him the sexual inter- 
course he wanted so desperately. It was like a trade or a 
barter, Then the thought came to me that maybe he had 
made up that story about the hole in the ground just to _ 
make sure we'd do what we were doing right now. 

I whispered, “You’re a good boy, Bill. A real man. 
You know how to please a woman, all right. But I want 
you to go on pleasing me.” 

His hips lurched as he drove into my femininity. I 
smiled and kissed his nose and breathed, “Yes, that way 
. .. but not just that way, Bill. I must know about those 
waste products of Parker Chemicals and you're the only 
one I trust. I wouldn’t want to ask anybody else to help 
me while you’re around.” 
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“No, no. I’i—do it. I will.” 

“You're so masterful,” I sighed. 

I didn’t want him to adopt too submissive a role. I 
didn’t want his conduct to change so much that his bosses 
would get suspicious. So it became necessary to restore 
some of his self-confidence. 

I drew‘back and away. I turned and crouched on my 
knees and elbows with my rear end thrust up. He stared 
at me a moment, dazedly, my movement had wrenched 
him out of that sensual Nirvana in which he had been 
floating with me pumping up and down on him. 

A lot of women do not like this Venus reversa position; 
it makes them feel dominated, treated like an animal. 
Well, this is the animal position, after all. The Hindus call 
it ‘the manner of the bull’—el begouri—as well as el ke- 
bachi, the way of the ram. The Hindu lover boys call this 
posture ‘the manner of the cow.’ 

Bill Turner was eager for a try at being an animal. He 
came up on his knees and took me gently, his hands run- 
ning all over my back and then down under my armpits 
so he could hold my dangling breasts. My hips went into 
the tortiller du cul motions of the French courtesan, slid- 
ing this way and that, around and about and back and 
forth. In seconds, I had Bill Turner groaning, crying out 
sounds that had no meaning as the Arabic kayf—sheer 
ecstasy—laid its grip on his flesh. 

He collapsed on top of me, driving me belly down onto 
the bedcoverings. I let him stay like that, relaxed and 
comfortable. When he started to snore, I slid out from 
under him. I covered him with the sheet and blankets, 
Then I got dressed. 

I drove back to my motel, telling myself that it was 
only a little past two in the morning, and I could still get 
enough shut-eye between now and nine, when I had to 
get up and dress for that drag strip race. I parked, let my- 
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self into my motel room, and fell onto the bed without 
undressing. 

At nine the alarm went off, I slipped out of my clothes 
and showered, then got into my drag race clothes, tight 
capris and a cablestitch sweater over my Olga-braed 
breasts. I pulled English Marlborough boots on my feet. 
Then I snatched up my handbag and my Bell TX helmet. 

The gang was waiting at the garage as I eased the Ca- 
maro in between a glistening Harley-Davidson Electra 
Glide and a Karasaki Avenger, neither of which I had 
seen before, There were other new bikes here and there, 
new faces as well. 

A group of girls stood in a tight little circle, all of them 
eyeballing me from the soles of my smart riding boots to 
my long blond hair. They saw the white helmet in my 
hand, and that I was dressed for racing. They scowled at 
me, the lot of them. 

The boys were friendly enough, however, Baby Face 
came toward me, grinning and catching me by a hand, 
drawing me toward the men where they stood near their 
bikes, staring at me. I waved to a couple of them, Big 
Turk and Tommy, then flashed my grooviest smile as 
Baby Face introduced me to the others. 

I met Chubbs Pruett, a stocky boy of about eighteen, 
still with some baby fat on his frame, and a handsome 
youngster of twenty or so, with curly blond hair and blue 
eyes named Dave Parker, together with a beefy rider in a 
black leather jacket and shiny chinos, and two others 
whose names I didn’t quite get because I was too inter- 
ested in Dave Parker. 

Was he connected with the Parker Chemicals family? 

I figured it would be a little much to come right out 
and ask him. So I ran my stare over his lean young body, 
seeing the Big John of England boots he affected and the. 
kid-leather suit by Ericson of Sweden that he wore over a 
white shirt and a ring-tie. The Ericson suit sold for only 
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slightly less than two hundred clams; this boy was rich. 
He must belong to the chemicals family, I assured myself. 

I flirted a little with him, but he was having none of it; 
he wouldn’t even look at me. He was more interested in 
the Accutron wristwatch he kept looking at. Well, maybe 
he had a big date somewhere. 

“We're all here,” he muttered softly. 

Big Turk nodded. “All right, let’s scramble.” 

Baby Face had wheeled the Triumph out of the garage. 
Stripped down for drag racing, it didn’t look to be the 
same bike. “The seat comes off.when you race,” he told 
me, indicating the black leather Grand Prix saddle. “I left 
it on until you get to the course, though. It'll be easier on 
you.” 

He flashed his friendly grin. I told myself I liked Baby 
Face. I gave his hand a squeeze. He added, “I saw Rog 
last night. He said to tell you to give ’em hell.” He 
laughed softly. “Nance is spoiling for a fight, too, not just 
a race. She thinks you’re after Big Turk.” 

“Tf I was after anybody, it’d be you, honey.” 

We tripped up the dirt road and onto the highway, 
most of the girls packing behind their boy friends, arms 
about their middles. Nance Evarts rode with Big Turk, 
her face like a thundercloud. I followed in the rear wih - 
Baby Face beside me. 

The day was perfect for motorbike riding, not too cool 
and with a warm sun pouring its blessings on your 
shoulders. We went zip-zip along the highway until the 
lead bike with Big Turk turned off onto the dirt road 
leading to the drag strip. 

The riders swung out in a line, kick-standing their 
wheels while they prepared to watcl the races. I could see 
that the boys were only half-hearted about their own 
runs, they were more interested in the match between 
Nance and me. They knew Nance of old, how salty she 
got when crossed. They were expecting fireworks during 
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the race and after it. I paid no mind to any of this, though 
I was aware of the emotional undercurrents on all sides. 
A couple of the boys looked at me sympathetically, but 
these were the ones who had not seen me mix it with Big 
Turk and Tommy. Nobody knew about my meeting with 
Rog, Baby Face, Pete and Spike. Those boys hadn’t 
talked, and neither had I. 

In drag racing, you ride a stripped-down bike, as Baby 
Face had told me. You travel a smooth road, so you real- 
ly don’t need swing arms and suspension units: off they 
come! Baby Face had also removed the front wheel 
brakes. He had replaced the regular Speedmaster tires 
with Avon “slicks” mounted on the eighteen-inch wheels. 

I helped Baby Face remove the Grand Prix saddle 
while Big Turk was calling the contestants for the first 
tace. It was in the heavyweight division, bikes open class, 
The real big babies were in this. I saw Dave Parker 
‘wheeling his Har-Day to the starting line. 

Big Turk was the starter. He lifted a starter’s gun fitted 
with blanks, got his racers on their marks and—blamml! 

Seven bikes were off and screaming. 

The world record for the quarter mile drag is slightly 
over nine seconds. Dave Parker didn’t break that record 
but he came close. His big Har-Dav was stripped down 
for the occasion, the primary covers gone along with a lot 
of other stuff non-essential for drag stripping. 

I watched with interest as the bikes went churning and 
driving into the rough brush beyond the strip. Just as each 
man passed the finish line he jammed his brakes. A cou- 
ple of the boys took tumbles and their bikes went skid- 
ding, but nobody was hurt. 

Following the heavyweights came the lightweights in 
their various classes. Big Turk ran them through fast. No 
sooner was one race done than he had the contestants for 
the next on the line. 

He was saving the girls’ heavyweight division for last. 
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He ran off the girl lightweights almost routinely. A couple 
of the girls took bad spills, one little blond being tossed 
forty feet through the air when her Honda skidded into a 
tree trunk. 

Baby Face said suddenly, “You're next, Eve.” 

I trundled the Triumph toward the starting line, seeing 
Nancy Evarts on the stripped down Har-Dav that be- 
longed to Big Turk coming up beside me. I eased away 
from her toward the right of the track. She gave me a tri- 
umphant glare. I guess she thought I was chicken, that I 
was getting out of her way and off to the side, afraid that 
she might crowd me off the track once Big Turk fired his 
gun. 
I revved the Triumph throttle. The motor purred with 
sweet power. I parked my behind on the rear fender and 
practically lay down on the tank with my hands gripping 
the handlebars. It was an uncomfortable position, but it 
reduced the air friction and was used by a lot of drag ex- 
perts. 

“Get ready!” 

I scrunched down lower on the frame bar. 

Nance said softly, “I’m going to beat your brains out, 
baby.” 

“Get set!” 

She chuckled. A split second later she was moving. The 
gun sounded. I didn’t wait for Big Turk to fire again to 
recall us. I hit the throttle and was off and flying like a 
terrified ghost. I heard the smooth running of the tires, 
the roar of the motors. The wind was in my face and I 
saw the end of the strip come up on me fast. There was 
no time to think, You just fed the bike the gas and 
prayed. 

T inched up on the Harley-Davidson. 

I caught it with my front wheel to its rear. Less than 
fifty feet! I gave the Triumph the gas and she shot for- 
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ward even faster. Front wheel to front wheel and then I 
went ahead just at the finish line. 

Nancy Evarts must have hit her brakes too soon. Oth- 
erwise we would have finished in a dead heat, But she 
jammed her Bultacos and they slowed her just enough so 
my front tire beat hers over the line. 

Then I was in the rough, bouncing and thumping and 
vaguely aware that I was being shaken off the rear fender. 
I tightened my knees to the frame and said a prayer as I 
straightened slowly so I could see my way through that 
narrow little trail I'd cased yesterday. I heard the Valley 
Outlaws yelling and shouting but I was too busy braking 
and steering to pay any attention to anything but where 
the Triumph was taking me. 

I made it between the tree trunks, I tore half a berry 
bush out by its roots, but the brakes grabbed and the tires 
held and I eased along that narrow little trail as if a big 
hand held and guided me. I came to a stop a hundred feet 
away and sagged down onto the bike. 

The air came and went in my lungs. I didn’t feel a- 
thing but relief. I told myself, these drag strip racers are 
either the kookiest cats in the world or the gutsiest. They 
tisk their goddamn necks every time they go over a 
course like the one I’d just finished. 

Baby Face came pounding up to me. “Eye, you all 
right?” 

I straightened. “I think so. Am I all here?” 

“You sure are. Man, I never saw that done before, not 
by a girl. You kept feeding the gas right over the finish 
line. Didn’t you know what you were getting into? This 
tough patch, I mean?” 

“I had to go zip zip if I wanted to beat Nance. She 
jumped the gun. And Big Turk knew it!” 

“Yeah, we all know. We saw it.” 

I realized that Big Turk and Nance couldn’t fool these 
expert dragsters. They were hep to what had happened. 
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The fact that I'd won the race took some of the sting out 
of their realization that Big Turk and his girl friend had 
played me dirt. 

“Help me turn this monster around,” I sighed. ' 

We wheeled the Triumph back along the trail. Baby 
Face nodded as his eyes touched this section of cleared 
ground, “It was a path through these woods, once. Funny 
none of us ever noticed it or used it the way you did.” 

“I was pretty desperate. I snatched at any straw if 
could.” 

A number of the Outlaws were picking Nance Evarts 
off a treetrunk. There was a bloody gash down her cheek 
and a puffiness below her right eye. Her blouse was torn 
and she’d split the seams of her chinos’ right leg. Big 
Turk was holding her on one side, Dave Parker on the 
other, She took a couple of wobbly steps and then she 
saw me. 

“Lemme go,” she snapped, fighting the hands that held 
her. “That’s the bitch I want to get.” 

Somebody said, “She beat you fair, Nance. Even if you 
did jump the gun.” 

“Who says I jumped the gun?” she screeched. 

“I say so, you two-bit tramp!” I shouted. “You and 
your stinking boy friend thought you could beat me, be- 
tween the two of you. He let you get away with the jump, 
probably he knew you were going to do it. He should 
have called us back for a fresh start. Why, you chicken- 
livered bitch, I wouldn’t spit on you.” 

Nance screamed and tore free from the hands that held 
her. She came running, head down and fingers curved. I 
forgot she had a thing against the world, that she had 
been raped. I also forgot all the judo and karate I ever 
knew at that moment. I was a basic female with a griev- 
ance. 

My hands grabbed her hair and my fingers tightened. 
She screamed when my hands pulled while her hands 
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went for my knockers. She grabbed them and squeezed 
tight. It hurt like Billy-be-damned. I let out a yip myself 
and let go of her hair with my right hand. I hauled off and 
belted her across the chops. 

She went backward, taking half my blouse with her, 
My brassiere was blue, and reasonably strong, so I was 
modest enough. I left my feet and came down on her 
middle with both knees. If this Nance Evarts thought she 
was so tough in a rough and tumble, I wanted to let her 
know I was even tougher. 

Some of my insane fury was gone after that first con- 
tact. Now I was mad, but I was cool about it. I realized 
Nance Evarts had terrorized the other girls in the Out- 
laws, it took only a glance to see the smiles they were 
showing as I grabbed Nance’s hair in both hands and beat 
her head up and down on the ground. I heard one or two 
of them urging me on in subdued voices. 

“Stop ’em,” Big Turk yelled. 

“Why?” asked Baby Face. “Your girl started it. Now 
she’s taking her lumps. I say let her take them for a 
change instead of always dishing them out.” 

A chorus of female voices rose in agreement, seconded 
by some of the boy friends. I gathered that Nance Evarts 
was not a popular figure, despite the fact that she was a 
sympathetic one because of the rape. 7 

She fastened her hands on my breasts again, and 
yanked. I bit down on my lip to stifle a scream. “You 
touch me there again and I'll break your goddamn nose!” 
I yelled. 

Her hands came up and she opened her mouth to bite. 
I guess I saw red because I lifted my hands away from 
her, tucked my fingers together and forming that same big 
fist with which I'd fought Big Turk a few days back, 
brought it down across her nose. 

Nance went cock-eyed. Her eyes actually crossed 
under the blow. Her hand had got caught in my bra and 
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as she took it away in response to the crunching of her 
nose cartilage, she tore my blue Olga to the seams. My 
knockers fell out into the sunlight and did a little jig as I 
fastened fingers in her blouse. 

“ff it’s strip you want, baby—here’s where you do!” I 
howled. I yanked and cotton tore and her blouse was in 
shreds. A second later I was ripping off her brassiere. Her 
breasts were big and soft. I slapped them a couple of 
times with my open palms, hard. She began to cry. 

I yanked her to her feet. I undid her leather belt, I tore 
at her levis. I got her down to pink panties. Her backside 
wobbled as she tried to run. I yanked loose the leather 
belt and doubled it over. I whacked her fat behind and 
she screeched. 

Big Turk cried, “That’s enough.” 

“The hell it is,” a girl shricked. “Nance has stripped us 
more than once and made us walk around so the boys 
could see us bare-ass. Let her know how it feels!” 

“Take off the panties, baby!” I yelled. 

“No,” Nance whimpered. “No—please.” 

“Let the boys see what you look like.” 

J hammered her rear-end with the belt until she went 
to her knees, crying bitterly. I whacked her a few more 
times until her buttocks turned red, then I put a hand to 
her panties and tore the elastic. The panties dropped to 
her ankles when I jerked her to her feet. 

“Walk, you bitch!” I commanded. 

She stumbled naked along the drag strip. Nance Evarts 
would never again strip down one of the Outlaw’s girls 
and make her parade before the boys. She was having her 
own dose fed to her and she didn’t like it, not nohow. 

I marched her half of the quarter mile drag strip before 
I tossed the belt to one side. “Go get dressed, bitch. And 
stay out of my way in the future.” 

She went to her knees and lay flat on her face as if to 
hide her front. She was a tough cookie, Nance Evarts, but 
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I told myself I'd handled her the only way she could be 
handled. Somebody had to break her. She wouldn’t have 
understood anything else. There are mentalities like that. 

I took off my blouse and removed my torn brassiere. 
Then I put the blouse back on. A girl came up to me with 
a friendly smile and a hand that held a couple of safety 
pins. 

“T’m Tess,” she said. “Here, take these. I always bring 
a dozen or so in case some of the girls have accidents at 
the end of the strip. And—congratulations.” 

All of a sudden I was accepted by the girl members, I 
realized, I had done what all of them had wanted very 
badly to do, but had been unable. Nance Evarts had lord- 
ed it over them as a pagan queen her subjects. Her word 
was law. But no longer. Nance Evarts was finished, she, 
Was just one of the crowd now. 

Tess helped me pin up my blouse. Some of the other 
girls came over then and we introduced ourselves and 
stood around chatting while the boys were going over the 
results of the races and comparing their times. Baby Face 
came over and fitted the brackets of the Grand Prix sad- 
dle to the Triumph. Nance Evarts was off with Big Turk 
down at the far end of the standing bikes. She was sitting 
morosely on the seat of the big Har-Day and staring at 
the ground. Every once in a while she winced. 

I wondered if I ought to go to her and offer to make 
friends. Tess saw where I stared and said, “She’s not a 
bad kid, really. Just thinks she’s tough. And I guess she 
is—or was, until you came along.” 

“Think I ought to make friends?” 


She shrugged. “You can try. Right now, I don’t think 
Nance will hold out any olive branches.” 


I walked down the parked bikes, aware that the Valley _ 
Outlaws were watching me. Nance heard my footsteps, 
her head jerked up and she stared at me. Big Turk was 
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crouched down, putting part of his Har-Dav shell back 
on. He stopped working to watch. 

Theld out my hand as I walked up to her. 

“[’m sorry we had that hair-pull, Nance. I was hot 
under the collar, I guess. I won’t be staying in town much 
longer, I’ve got to be on my way. So what say we make 
up?” 

My hand was out there, waiting. Big Turk was breath- 
ing softly, looking from me to his girlfriend. Nance drew a 
deep breath. I didn’t know whether she was going to curse 
me out or go for me again. 

“T’m a pig,” she said suddenly. “I’ve been sittin’ here, 
thinkin’ how much of a pig I really am. I never knew 
what it was like to be made to walk bare-ass in front of 
the boys.” 

She caught my hand and gripped it. Her black eyes 
were shy, they lifted to look at me, then fell. But her 
fingers clung to mine as if to a life preserver. Her black 
hair was rumpled and dirty, there were burrs and bits of 
grass and leaf in it from where I'd banged her head on the 
ground, but she seemed less downcast. 

“[’m sorry,” she said clearly. 

“And so’m I,” I replied. I tugged her off the seat, drew 
her with me. “Come on, I think we ought to celebrate 
with a picnic of some sort, don’t you? Let’s go make plans 
with the others. We can think of someplace nice to go to, 
and bring eats and soda pop. How about it?” 

She nodded, and laughed, It was a good laugh, friendly 
and sincere. “I owe you a lot, Eve. I really mean it. You 
opened my eyes the way nobody else could, From now 
on, we're sisters.” 

We made plans for the next day. The boys were eager 
when they heard about it. There was a rally taking place 
over Hanford way. The Valley Outlaws would ride there, 
bring their lunch kits and cold beer. I would be packing 
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Then we rode back to the garage. I said so long to the 
Outlaws, climbed into the Camaro, and started for my 
motel. I was just pulling into town when I decided to drop 
by and see how Hugo Edmunds was making out with his 
pollution tests. I swung onto a side road and ran tires 
along it. 


When I was a hundred yards away, I saw the smoke. 
And the flames. 
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Chapter 7 


The inside of the place was a mass of flames, I saw as I 
came out of the Camaro and began my run toward the 
huge overhead doors. I flung myself at the big iron knob, 
yanked it. The doors were locked from the inside, 

I ran around the building. Hugo Edmunds wouldn’t 
have set fire to: his own equipment. Somebody had got! in- 
side and done it. But if that somebody hadn’t left by the 
double doors, he must have wriggled a way out through 
a window. 

The window was closed, but, unlocked. I shoved it open 
and hooked a leg over the sill. I wedged myself inside. 

“Hugo?” I yelled. 

The fire was a blaze of leaping, livid red and blues, a 
wall of heat that blinded and deafened me with its roar- 
ing. I thought I could smell kerosene. The cold thought 
touched my mind that whoever was beating up on the 
pollution scientists had gone themselves one better this 
time. 
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“Hugo?” I screamed. 

I ran around the outside of the flames trying to peer 
through the smoke. If Hugo Edmunds was inside that fire, 
he was finished. Done for. Nobody could get him out. 

Back and forth I moved, until the heat became so great 
T got a little dizzy. Then I heard the moan. I filled my 
lungs with fresh air near the open window, whirled and 
ran, bent over, along the edges of the fire. I yelled his 
name, told him to make some sort of sound. 

I stooped under a blazing arc of fire that ran from one 
piece of equipment to the next; Hugo Edmunds was lying 
on the ground in his singed underwear. I gave a yelp of 
dismay, bent and grabbed his wrists. There was no time to 
ask questions. I had to get him out. 

J dragged him along the floor. 

He moaned, he was burned here and there, and it must 
have been excrutiatingly painful to have fhose burns 
chafed along the cement floor, He fainted as I got him 
under the arching fire between those two pieces of equip- 
ment, but that was a good thing. I would hurt him even 
more when I hoisted him up and through the window. 

I could not be gentle, as I wanted. The fire was singing 
my own backside now and the sweat ran down my cheeks 
and sides and between my breasts. It was getting harder 
to breathe, too, the fire was consuming a lot of oxygen. I 
stuck his head and arms through the window, then got 
under his crotch and heaved upward. 

Hugo Edmunds went through the window and fell on 
his head and a shoulder. If he hadn’t been out before, he 
would have been after that tumble. But at least he was 
still alive. 

I dragged him into the Camaro, 

Then I raced for Doc Thorne’s place. It was after visit- 
ing hours, but Thorne had his office in his home and since 
it was dinner time, I hoped to find the good doctor sur- 
rounded by his family, chowing down. 
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Actually, he was just about to sit at table to eat. When 
J burst in on him he was teed off, he told me gruffly that 
his visiting hours were from two to five in the afternoon 
and seven to ten at night, and— 

“He’s dying!” I screamed at him, “They poured kero- 
sene over him and his equipment and set fire to him!” 

“Jesus God,” he growled, and ran. 

His nurse, who ate supper with him and his wife, 
helped us roll out the wheeled table. We wrestled Hugo 
up onto it and got him into the house and to the office, 
Doctor Thorne worked with a cool precision that told me 
he knew his job. He was a general practitioner, which 
meant that burns were old hat to him. 

His nurse cut away the singed, burned underwear until 
Hugo lay naked, His sides were burned and looked pain- 
ful, but the rest of him wasn’t too bad off, with just a red- 
dish mark here and there. Doc Thorne injected him with 
a sedative, then used petroleum jelly on the burned areas 
and bandaged them lightly. 

“You work fast, doctor,” I complimented him. 

He stared at me over the upper rims of his glasses, that 
were pulled down on his nose, Sweat ran from his fore- 
head onto his cheeks, and as I used my hankie to dry him 
off, he gave me his tight-lipped little smile. 

“I used to practice in a big city hospital, Miss. But the 
smog got a little too much for my lungs. I took my own 
advice and moved out here to Soledad. Don’t make a 
tenth of what I did as a hospital surgeon, but I’m a lot 
happier. Life isn’t all earning money, you know. It’s good 
to help people.” 

“Yeah,” I breathed sincerely. 

He wiped his hands. “Best thing for him is get him into 
a hospital bed. He doesn’t need very much attention, 
but—” 

“Pl take him to my motel,” I said firmly. 

When his eyes grew round behind his lenses, I said, 
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“Somebody set him on fire, doctor. It wasn’t any accident. 
In a hospital bed, he’d be a sitting duck for anyone who 
wanted to finish the job.” 

An idea hit me. I caught his elbow, drew him into a 
corner of the little office, saying, “He’s a scientist, work- 
ing on the polluted waters of Lake Soledad. I’m here with 
the League of Underground Spies and Terrorists,” I 
showed him my papers. “You see, somebody doesn’t want 
the lake water tested.” 

He nodded slowly. “I’ve heard rumors,” The dark eyes 
sharpened. “But if you think I know anything, you're 
wrong.” 

“At least, give me a hint. ” 

“T understand the waste products go into a hole in the 
ground,” he muttered, staring out the window. “But—the 
hole is lined with cement blocks.” 

It was no help. I stared at him with my brows knotted. 
“Cement blocks?” I asked. “What’s that for? Seems to me ~ 
cement blocks wouldn’t let out liquids the way a cesspool 
does.” 

He shrugged. “It’s all I can say.” 

He and the nurse gave me a hand with Hugo, getting 
him into the Camaro. Thorne worried about how I would 
manage him from the Camaro into my motel room, but I 
told him I would have no problems. I knew about the 
fireman’s hitch. 

“Tl stop by tomorrow about noon, just to check up.” 
He gave me some pointers on how to care for him, then 
added, “I’m not sure I approve of what you’re doing. 
He'd be better off in a hospital. But if you’re worried 
about another attempt on his life, maybe he will be safe 
with you close by.” 

I drove to the motel. It was dusk by this time, I or 
too sure how the motel people might take my having a 
man in my room, so I went to the proprietor and ex- 
plained that we were with the government, that an acci- 
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dent in his lab had resulted in some bad burns for Hugo. 
Edmunds. I promised to get in touch with the police and 
have them give an official sanction to what I was doing. 

The proprietor looked extremely doubtful about the 
whole thing until I mentioned the fuzz. Then he beamed 
and spread his hands, assuring me that if the Highway 
Patrol gave its blessings, he personally did not care 
whether I had one or a hundred men in my rooms. He 
walked outside with me and took a look at the bandaged 
Hugo Edmunds who was still under the influence of the 
sedative. I guess his brief look assured him that neither 
Edmunds nor I were going to indulge in. any hanky-pan- 
ky, or if we were—well, the trouble we'd taken to work 
out such an elaborate gimmick entitled us. 

It would have been a cinch to go someplace else and 
register as husband and wife, his glance told me. He 
walked back to his office without offering to give me a 
hand. I used the fireman’s hitch, with Hugo Edmunds a 
dead weight slung over my shoulder and made it into the 
room. I let him flop down on the bed. 

_ I got him under the covers, tossing the hospital gown 
which Doc Thorne had loaned us to one side. Then I sat 
down on the lone easy chair in the motel room and got 
my breath back. 

I told myself I was doing great. The one man who was 
in any position to confirm or deny pollution levels was out 
cold, and his equipment was a mass of ashes by now in 
that empty building where he’d set it up. There was no 
telling how long it would take to get another scientist 
down here. Or even if another one would come, consider- 
ing what had happened to the others. 

Hugo Edmunds groaned. 

I got up and fumbled out a sleeping pill the doc had 
given me. I poured a glass of water. I lifted Hugo’s head, 
put the pill between his lips and told him to swallow. Two 
minutes later he was sound asleep. 


118 


I went and ate. It was going to be a long night. I didn’t 
dare get in bed with him for fear of brushing up against 
his burns. So when I came back from the motel restaurant 
I curled up in an easychair and tried to sleep. Three hours 
later, I took one of the sleeping pills and stretched out on 
top of the bed. I was so bleary-eyed, I wouldn’t have 
moved if an earthquake hit. 

Hugo was awake and staring at me when I opened my 
eyes next morning. “How’d I get here?” he wondered. I 
told him. He thought about that, lying motionless and 
staring ceilingward. 

I asked, “How are you feeling?” 

“Not too bad, considering. I've been stretching and 
moving as much as I could without waking you. I think 
Til be all right.” 

“Most of your burns were around your chest. Your 
shoes saved your feet, though your legs have a patch or 
two of, burned flesh.” 

“T know, I know,” he agreed deisciinady, 

“What happened?” 

He had been working in his impromptu lab, he ex- 
plained, when something had hit him over the back of the 
head. No, he hadn’t seen his assailant. He had collapsed, 
unconscious. Next thing he knew there was a fire in the 
lab, his entire equipment was going up in smoke—he 
could smell kerosene—and his clothes were starting to 
burn. 

As best he could, he’d gotten out of his lab smock and 
trousers and crawled across the floor. His head was hurt- 
ing like hell and he was scared witless. He knew damn 
well he didn’t have the strength to finish his crawl toward 
the double doors. He was going to lose consciousness and 
the building was going to collapse on him. He would be 
burned alive. 

“Then I passed out.” 

“Fortunately, I found you,” I smiled, getting off the 
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bed. “A good thing I did, too. Otherwise they'd have had 
to send another scientist down here.” 

“His eyes stared at me like cold marbles. “For your in- 
formation, honey—they’re still going to have to send an- 
other man here. I’ve had it. Up to here.” 

“Oh, nonsense. You aren’t going to let whoever set fire 
to you get away with it, are you?” 

“T am. I am indeed.” 

J was wearing my see-through nightie—a micro-length 
green and yellow bit of fluff by Henson-Kickernick—and 
he was testing its see-throughness with his eyes as I 
walked back and forth, gathering my soap and towel for a 
morning shower. I turned in a shaft of bright sunshine 
and considered him. 

“Tell you what. I'll go get those goddamn samples for 
you. I'll put them in my car and drive you and them to 
Fresno, There must be a lab there you can use.” 

“['m in no condition to test water samples.” 

“Well, now. We'll have to see about that.” 

I switched my buttock cheeks at him as I strode toward 
the bathroom. The lower halves were half out of the 
bikini panties, they shook lusciously to my walk and in 
the mirror over the bureau I saw that Hugo Edmunds was 
watching them. I smiled at my secret thoughts. 

While I ran warm water and sudsy soap over my cute 
curves, I told myself that Hugo Edmunds needed a raison 
d'etre. There didn’t seem to be anybody around but me 
who could give it to him, either. I giggled, going over 
ways and means. When I came out of the shower, drip- 
ping water and trying to keep a bath,.towel around me, I 
had it all planned. 

I ran from the bathroom, carolling, “Now don’t you 
peek, Hugo! I’ve got to get into some scanties first of all 
and I’m not used to having a man in my bed.” 

Hugo ignored me, naturally. His eyes got big as the 
towel slipped from by bobbling breasts. He got a real long 
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look at them, all pink pulchritude jouncing up and down, 
with pert brown nipples scratching invitations in the air. 
He gulped out loud, seeing them. 

I pretended confusion, halting to bring the towel up 
around my bosom, and at the same time, turning toward 
him so that when the towel slipped away from my back- 
side (as I meant for it to do), he could see my pink but- 
tocks, smooth and round and nicely divided above my 
sensuously rounded thighs. He also saw all my legs, 
natch. I look pretty cute from the rear. David Anderja- 
nian, my case officer in L.U.S.T., has always told me so, 
and David never throws compliments around carelessly. 

Finally the towel was in place. 

I smiled over my shoulder at Hugo, whose face was 
very red. “There, now. I’m decent again. But—are you 
comfortable?” 

He nodded. In one sense, he was very comfortable, be- 
cause he was doing an Omar the Tentmaker bit with his 
tentpole standing proudly. On the other hand, his urgent 
uprightness told me he was in. desperate need of some 
ramrod relaxation. I had Hugo Edmunds right where I 
wanted him. 

I made a real production of my dressing. I gurgled and 
cooed as I selected a dainty blue nylon bra, letting the 
towel slide down so that my magnetic mammaries were 
reflected in the bureau mirror. I took my own sweet time 
about slipping the sheer nylon cups of my brassiere over 
them, at the same time arching back to make them stand 
out clearly beneath that blue nylon while my hands were 
hooking the clasps. I had to let the towel fall to step into 
the matching panties, too. I must have looked especially 
fetching in just the brassiere as I lifted a leg to slip a foot 
into a panty leg, because I could hear Hugo make a sort 
of groaning sound. 

I paraded up and down the room, posing now and then 
while debating out loud which stockings to wear. This 
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was for his male benefit, you understand; I'd already 
picked out my gauzy blue Gossards. I sat down opposite 
the bed in the easychair and rolled up the stockings, then 
fitted them over my tinted toenails. I never hesitated 
about widening my legs or such, letting him see the cute 
little reinforcement panel that protected my blonde- 
fringed femininity from his peeping eyes. 

I wanted him to use some imagination. 

His tent was very much ‘taller when I finally stood, 
slipping my feet into my Joyce Pickwicks. I smiled at 
him, letting my eyes assess his excitement, shrouded as it 
was by the bedcovers. 

“I suggest a good breakfast,” I smiled. “I'll go eat 
mine, then come back and feed you. Eggs and bacon? 
Toast and coffee?” 

He mumbled something which I took for agreement. 

Over orange juice and black coffee, I made a few men- 
tal notes. I had to call off my participation in the Valley 
Outlaws’ picnic. I had more important things to do with 
Hugo Edmunds. Thinking about the Valley Outlaws 
made me realize that they might not be the villains I'd 
tabbed them for, first time I came into Soledad. I had 
been with the whole bunch of them while somebody else 
was clobbering Hugo and leaving him to die in that fire. 

If the bikeriders were not guilty—then who? 


I thought about possibilities and got nowhere. I re- 
membered Billy Turner and realized that he was leaving 
the hospital and going home today. I glanced at my Mo- 
vado. If I hurried, I could be there to give his father a 
hand. 

I carried breakfast in to Hugo Edmunds. I propped 
him up in bed, discovering that he could move without 
too much pain while doing so. This was a good sign. 

“Got to pay a hospital visit,” I told him while he was 
eating. “I’ll be back just as soon as I can.” 
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“No need to hurry. I can lie here quietly by myself and 


’ suffer.” 


Men! Oh, well. I’ve dealt with them before and hope to 
do so a lot in the future. I kissed Hugo on the forehead 
and breathed that I’d return to hold his hand real soon. 

“Maybe I'll even put something different on,” I giggled. 

Always leave ’em smiling. 

I was halfway to the hospital when a motorcycle roared 
past, going sixty. An arm in a McHale helmet and an En- 
duro jacket went by me. The big Har-Dav had Space- 
master saddlebags on either side of the seat, which I as- 
sumed held sandwiches and a careful slection of beer 
cans for the rally chow-down. I waved at Dave Parker. 

Then I froze. 

There was a silver slave bracelet around his right 

ankle, standing out loud and clear against the black 
leather of his Big John boots. 
. That flash of metal—around the ankle of the cyclist 
who’d knocked Billy Turner down! It was still in the back 
of my mind, like a picture. I’d never forgotten it. I half 
closed my eyes to bring it into better focus. Same bike, 
same rider. I was sure of it. I eased up on the accelerator, 
the better to concentrate. 

Well, now. Things were looking up. I didn’t know Dave 
Parker too well. He was not one of the Outlaw regulars, 
though he came to rallies and drag strip races from time 
to time. His equipment was of the best. None better. That 
figured, if his dad was Erasmus Parker who owned Parker 
Chemicals. I began to wonder how I could use this tidbit 
of information. é 

Bill Turner senior was tickled to see me as I walked 
into the hospital room where young Billy was just getting 
out of bed. His clothes were laid out neatly, there was a 
small valise which his dad had brought from home, but 
Billy himself was in a pet, giving his father a hard time, 
Billy wanted to be pampered, just like most males, I 
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shoved the father to one side and started to mother the 
son. I played up to his grumpiness, smoothing his hair 
and telling him what a big boy he was, and that he was 
going to get a brand new bicycle to replace the old one. 

He brightened at that. Just as my body was a toy that 
brought Hugo Edmunds and Bill Turner fun and games, 
so Billy needed a new toy to take his mind off his self- 
pity. Bill senior brightened at mention of the bike. 

“You bet you are, Billy—one of those new jobs you’ve 
had your heart set on.” 

“Honest Injun, dad?” Billy enthused. 

“Tf I have to buy it for you myself,” I nodded. “So 
come on, let’s get out of those pajamas and into your 
clothes.” 

Billy looked dubious. “In front of a girl?” he gulped. 

I laughed and shot a glance at his father who was star- 
ing out the window. I patted Billy on the top of the head 
and said brightly, “I’ll go out in the hall. You let your dad 
help you get dressed, okay?” 

“J don’t need no help,” Billy muttered, staring at the 
floor. 

“Pm sorry. Of course you don’t. I'll take your dad out 
in the hall and we'll walk up and down. When you're 
ready, you yell.” 

In the hall, I told Bill Turner what I had seen and what 
it meant. “Dave Parker’s the one who ran your son down. 
Tf you want, I'll go to the police station and make out an 
affidavit. You can hook him good on a hit and run 
charge.” 

To my surprise, Bill Turner turned green around the 
gills. He actually looked sick. “You’re sure about that, 
hey? No chance of makin’ a mistake?” 

“No way, Bill.” 

“Yeah. Well. . . . I just don’t know what to do. I can’t , 
charge the boss’s son with hit and run. P’d lose my job.” 

I considered his sober, slightly frightened face, remem- 
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bering the way he’d let -me dominate him in lovemaking. 
Maybe-I could dominate him in this, too. A man doesn’t 
change his basic nature. Bill Turner was still ‘in bondage’, 
so to speak. He would defer to my will. 

“Nobody wants you to lose your job. As a matter of 
fact, you don’t have to be involved at all.” 

His face brightened, “I don’t?” 

“Not if you play ball with me.” 

“Oh.” 

I was studying his face while I talked, It seemed to me 
that he looked vaguely guilty about something. I mur- 
mured casually, “About that hole in the ground. ,..” 

“Tt isn’t that at all,” he said—too quickly, 

“Then what?” 

He shook his head shortly, but the baffled appeal was 
in his eyes as he turned toward the hospital room in 
which Billy was yelling that he was ready. I caught the 
father’s hand in mine and walked in to find Billy all 
dressed except for his trousers. With a broken leg in a 
cast, he couldn’t manage those. 

I bought ice cream and cookies on the way to the 
Turner house, and while Bill undressed to slip into bed, I 
scooped out chocolate and strawberry in a soup plate and 
brought it to him. His father watched me from time to 
time, when he wasn’t looking at his son. 

Td just about given up hope by the time Billy finished 
the ice cream. I picked up my gloves and handbag and 
said goodbye to the son while the father stood around 
looking uncomfortable. He came to the door with me, and 
closed it carefully behind him, joining me on the porch. 

Overhead, the sky was darkening. What had started out 
as a good day was turning raw and threatening. I could 

_ See thunderheads in the distance, ominous and black. The 
wind had a hint of wetness in it, 

“About Erasmus Parker,” he said hesitantly. I raised 
my eyebrows questioningly. “I’d like you to see him, I re- 
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ally would. I got Blue Cross and Blue Shield, sure, that 
covers my expenses. But I don’t want that son of his to 
get away with reckless drivin’, runnin’ around on that 
motorcycle of his the way he does.” 

“Bribe me,” I smiled. 

“Wha—what?” 

“Tell me what you were going to tell me in the hospit- 
al.” 

“Oh—that.” 

“Yes, that.” 

“Tt’s nothing, really. I’m not sure myself what it is. Just 
a word, you know. I’ve heard rumors. Gossip. But when 
there’s a certain kind of trouble at Parker, the word goes 
out.” 

“What word?” 

“Cavalry.” 

“You're kidding!” 

He seemed relieved, once that word had passed his lips. 
His eyes met mine steadily and he drew a deep breath as 
he plunged on. “No, I’m not kidding. I don’t know what 
the word means, I only know it’s used when there’s some 
kind of danger. Cavalry. Sure, sure. Here come the caval- 
ry, I know. Like in the movies. But that word is used, 
somehow, in some manner... .” 

It didn’t make sense, but Bill Turner did. Parker 
Chemicals: owned a panic button called Cavalry. When 
things got hot, the boss-man hit that button and all hell 
exploded. Like against two scientists who were beaten up 
and against a third scientist who damn near got himself 
burned alive. ; 

But what did Cavalry mean? 

I patted Bill’s cheek, then stood on tiptoes and kissed 
the corner of his mouth. He asked hoarsely, “Won't I see 
you again?” 

“Just as soon as I find out what Erasmus Parker is 
going to do about paying your hospital costs.” 


126 


“T didn’t mean that.” 

“I know what you meant. You have Billy in the house 
now, Bill. It makes a difference. Maybe . . . some 
time... .” 

I walked away from him to the Camaro. 

Hugo Edmunds was snapping and snarling two minutes 
after I opened my motel room door and called out a 
cheery greeting. “Where’ve you been? The doctor was 
here and had to get the motel owner to let him in.” 

“And he said you were much better and doing fine.” 

He scowled blackly. “How’d you know that?” 

“By your attitude, lover. And you’re anxious to get out 
of bed and back to work.” 

“T am like hell.” 

I moved over to the bed and sat on its edge. I put my 
hand behind his neck and tickled him lightly with my 
fingernails. “If I promise not to chase you out of my bed, 
and that I'll cuddle up beside you tonight, will you get 
dressed and let me drive you to the lake?” 

He grimaced and looked vaguely embarrassed. I didn’t 
have the book on Hugo Edmunds the way I did on Bill 
Turner, but I felt I might be making progress. Unless I 
wasn’t running with it, Hugo had some voyeur in him. I 
leaned closer to his ear and breathed, “I have a cunning 
nightie you haven’t seen, Hugo. It’s all black nylon and a 
see-through. You can watch me put it on, if you like.” 

Hugo Edmunds swallowed and licked his lips. He said 
hoarsely, “I s-suppose I could go out to the I-lake. Not 
that your blatant offerings are influencing me in the 
slightest, you understand.” 

“Want me to dress you?” I whispered. 

‘He shook his head, but he was lying. I threw back the 
bedclothes, revealing him all bandaged around the chest 
and on part of his legs between mid-thigh and ankles, 
Otherwise he was naked. His earlier excitement had 
calmed down somewhat, but there were still enough tra- 
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golimiac traces about him that assured me he would rise 
to any occasion I might dream up. 

I patted his hairy belly and laughed softly. I got his 
shorts from the valise I’d packed and knelt down after 
sliding his legs to the edge of the bed. I fitted one leg into 
place, then the other. The idea of being dressed by a 
woman was sort of appealing to my scientist friend, be- 
cause his prize began to rise. 

“You're only making it more difficult,” I smiled as T 
yanked the Fruit of the Loom boxers upward toward his 
hips. “Now calm down, Hugo.” 

He had to laugh. “Woman, you are something else. P've 
never met anybody quite like you.” 

“Good.” I slapped him lightly and as he winced and 
deflated I got the shorts around his middle. 

It didn’t take too long after that before he was in 
slacks, shirt and sandals. He stood in the motel room, 
cautiously moving his feet, taking tiny steps. When I 
asked him what we'd do about containers—his whole 
equipment had gone up’ in flames—he assured me he’d 
restocked his car trunk when in Fresno getting the testing 
gear he needed. 

We drove to his motel. I unlocked his car trunk, got 
what I needed, then drove to the lake. He was comfort- 
able enough, he assured me. He could sit in the car while 
T filled the test tubes and stoppered them. . 

When I pulled in under some trees about fifty feet from 
the lake, I got out and gathered my equipment. Then I sat 
down on a flat rock and undid my garters, rolled down 
my nylons. I sat so Hugo could get a good look at my legs 
and what was under my miniskirt. I didn’t want him to 
lose interest in me. 

Bare-legged, I waded out into the water and bent over, 
holding my miniskirt slightly higher than its designer had 
intended. Hugo made choking sounds behind me. I took a 
little longer to fill the test tubes than necessary because he 
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seemed to be having such a good time, sitting there and 
eyeballing me. 

“On to Fresno,” I pointed out as I placed the test tubes 
in cotton packing in the car trunk. 

It tood us about two hours to reach the Fresno labora- 

- tory where they knew Hugo Edmunds. I helped him out 
of the car but he was able to walk under his own power 
into the laboratory and make arrangements for the lake 
water tests. He explained very thoroughly just what he 
wanted to know. 

It was getting dark by the time we were on our way 
home. To my surprise, Hugo fell sound asleep about half 
an hour before we hit the motel. I had to wake him to get 
him inside. I undressed him and let him flop naked except 
for his bandages into the bed. 

I sighed and pushed my black nylon nightie, the one he 
hadn’t seen, deeper into the drawer with my other un- 
mentionables. I got into unsexy cotton pajamas, then slid 
into bed. To sleep, yet. 

Sometime during the night I opened my eyes to an idea 
that had popped into my subconscious mind. Dave Parker 
was riding around the Lake Soledad area without anyone 
so much as cocking an eyebrow at him even though he 
was the guilty party. He knew, of course, that the boy 
he’d run down was Billy Turner, and that his father 
worked for Parker Chemicals which his own father 
owned. 

Tt made him feel perfectly safe. 

He was going zipzip wherever he wanted and nobody 
did a thing about it. I told myself as I turned over and 
cuddled against Hugo Edmunds, that I would damn well 
do something the following morning. 

It had rained during the night so that I walked between 
puddles to the Camaro, my morning juice and coffee in- 
side me. Hugo Edmunds was still sleeping; apparently 
yesterdays little outing had taken a lot out of him. I drove 
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to Oak Point—where half a dozen mansions looked over 
Lake Soledad—and found the brass plate reading: 
Parker. 

Dave came out on his bike around quarter past nine. I 
was parked under some trees so he didn’t see me. But 
uckily for yours truly, he headed in the direction in which 
the Camaro was pointed. I went after him. 

The Camaro tank was full. I was ready for a long day. 
I followed Dave toward Sequoia National Park, then _ 
turned left toward King’s Canyon National Park around 
noon. He first noticed me about eleven-thirty, and after © 
that he kept twisting and turning on the bike seat, giving 
me fast glances. 

He knew me, all right. 

And he was worried. It had occurred to me that since I 
had seen Dave Parker on the afternoon he ran down Billy 
Turner, he had undoubtedly seen me. So he knew I was a 
witness against him. Up until now, however, I had given 
no sign that I knew he was the hit and run cyclist, mainly 
because I didn’t know. 

I followed him along the roads all day long. When he 
went slow, I went slow. When he hit ninety, so did the 
Camaro. He never stopped to question me; I was faintly 
surprised at that. He had been at the races, he had spoken 
to me. He knew me, 

Maybe he had a guilty conscience. 

Toward five o’clock, when he was heading back toward 
Soledad, he pulled over to the side of the road and hit his 
kick-stand. But he didn’t turn and come back toward me 
where I'd parked about a hundred yards behind him. 


He went into a telephone booth. 


He talked in the booth for about three minutes. Then 
he came out and gave me a cold stare. He got back onto 
his bike and started it up. He cruised along at a sedate 
forty all the way back to the lake. I dropped him at the 
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big stone pillars that flanked the wrought iron gate of the 
Parker estate in Oak Point. 

I drove to the motel thoughtfully. 

Hugo Edmunds was up and sitting in the easychair 
reading a copy of Time when I opened the room door. He 
had on pajamas and a bathrobe. He looked at me accus- 
ingly, tossing the magazine aside. 

“You’ve been gone all day,” he snapped. 

“T had a job to do, honey. What about that lab in Fres- 
no? You heard from the yet?” 

“No. I expect them to call first thing tomorrow morn- 
ing. Certainly I’ll hear from them by noon.” 

I nodded. “You want to get dressed and eat at the 
motel restaurant?” 

“T was thinking we might chow down in here.” 

“Oh? Sort of a pajama party for two, hey?” 

“Something like that, yes,” he smiled faintly. 

“What would you like for dinner?” : 

“Steak and salad. But first, a martini. And a pot of 
coffee.” 

It sounded good to me. I went and ordered it from the 
restaurant maitre d’, and asked that my room be called so 
I could come and get it. It was the height of the dinner 
hour, and the motel had no room service. 

I was carrying the trays toward my room half an hour 
later when four big men stepped out of the shadows right 
in front of me. They popped up so fast, I had no chance 
to duck. 

One of them hauled off and hit me. 

The steaks went one way, I went the other. I landed 
hard and bounced, By this time, those roughnecks were 
on top of me, swinging their fists like crazy. I blacked out. 
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Chapter’ 8 ~ 


When I came to, I was lying bound and gagged on the 
edge of Lake Soledad. I had been turned on my side so I 
could see the moonlight making silver pathways across 
the water. It was very still out in the woods, not a bird 
chirped or leaf rustled. It was scary, all right. 

I rolled over on my back. 

A voice said, “She’s come to.” 

Two men with nylon stockings drawn over their heads 
came through the trees toward me. They were big brutes. 
One of them lifted me to my tied-together feet. The other 
swung a fist.... 

I was drowning. 

I opened my eyes under water, fighting for breath. The 
gag was still in my mouth and a weight had been tied to 
my feet which was dragging me down through cold water. 
The water was like ink all around me, black as the ace of 
clubs. Desperately I twisted my right wrist. 

Unless I got free of these ropes that held me mighty 
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fast, I was one dead girl. I wriggled the third fingers of my 
tight, caught the ring I was wearing on its side with the 
ball of my thumb. If the ring worked properly, the tiny 
crescent of razorblade-sharp knife should spring out from 
the signet. 

Very cautiously I touched the ring, found the blade 
locked in position for use. I bent my right wrist until the 
razor edge was against the rope around my forearms, I 
asserted pressure. The blade sliced through that hemp as 
a warm knife goes through butter. I cut again, and the 
topes fell away. 

My lungs were bursting. 

J ignored the gag around my mouth to double up and 
slash at the ropes that held my ankles. I blessed the fore- 
sightedness of David Anderjanian who had insisted I wear 
the ring at all times. True, he had not imagined I'd use it 
this way; it was to help me in a fight, if I needed it. But I 
couldn’t have asked for a better time to use the thing. 

Ropes fell away. I shot upward. 

My hands tore at the gag in my mouth. I got it off just 
as my head popped to the surface. I gulped air, treading 
water. I reset the knife inside the ring, and when it clicked 
into place, I looked around me. 

I was out in the middle of the lake. In toward shore 
was a rowboat being sculled by one of my captors. There 
was another man with him, but neither was looking my 
way. 

To make sure they didn’t see me, I filled my lungs with 
air and ducked under to swim submerged for about ten 
feet. I let the top of my head and my eyes come above the 
surface. The rowboat was pulling in to shore, I heard soft 
voices calling. I went down a second time and swam. 

Not until I heard a car motor start did I feel free to 
swim shoreward. My jaw ached right along with my head 
where those jaboneys had belted me; I was tired, damn 
near exhausted, and I wanted to bawl. 


133 


But I was too mad for tears. 

I was remembering Dave Parker making that phone 
call. My bet was that he had dialed CAVALRY. Sure, 
sure, maybe I ought to have tumbled to it sooner. They 
play games like this with telephone letters. You take your 
number—seven numerals—and with each numeral there 
are three letters. By arranging the letters, you can spell 
out names—like ‘portion’ or ‘episode’, whatever you can 
come up with. 

Like ‘cavalry’. 

I crawled up onto the shore and lay a moment, puffing 
and blowing. I had a long walk back to town, I needed to 
rest and get my strength back. I lay there about twenty 
minutes. I was wet and miserable, my head ached and my 
jaw hurt. And I was as mad as a wet hen. 

It took me three hours to reach my motel. My room 
was dark, I banged on the door and window until Hugo 
Edmunds heard me and came to open it in his pajamas. 
His eyes got big at sight of me. 

“Where’ve you—what the hell happened to you?” 

“Tell you later,” I panted. 

Tt was ten minutes past midnight. I stripped off my wet 
clothes, shivering and shaking. The hell with modesty. If 
Hugo Edmunds didn’t want to see what I look like in the 
buff, he could damn well close his eyes. He didn’t close 
his eyes, they just got bigger and bigger. 

“Wow!” he said when I was bare, 

I padded to the telephone. I dialed: CAVALRY. 

“Red Candle. Hello?” 

I hung up very gently. Now I knew where my assailants 
had come from. I also knew who had beaten up the two 
scientists and who'd set fire to Hugo Edmunds and his lit- 
tle lab. I told Hugo Edmunds what happened to me since 
Td gone out for steaks and salads. 

“You poor kid, you poor kid,” he kept muttering. 
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I got to my feet and moved toward the bathroom. “I 
need a nice warm shower. Go back to sleep, Hugo.” 

“Like this?” he asked. His arms were hanging by his 
side but just the same, he was pointing at me. 

“Tm really not in the mood,” I smiled. 

“T suppose not,” he muttered gloomily. 

I went into the shower stall and turned on the water. I 
soaped myself all over, paying particular attention to my 
head and jaw. Whoever had belted me outside my motel 
Toom must have used a leather-covered sap. There was a 
bump the size of a robin’s egg on my head and a part of 
my jaw was black and blue. 

I stuffed a couple of aspirin in my mouth. 

Then I found my unglamorous cotton nightgown and 
slithered into it. I stumbled toward the bed where Hugo 
lay, watching me approach. I must have looked like a 
zombie because he didn’t so much as lay a fingertip on me 
when I crawled in beside him. I fell asleep while he was 
pulling the covers over me. 

Morning sunlight found me rested and ready for action, 
The traveling alarm clock told me it was quarter to eley- 
en. No wonder I was so rested! I threw back the covers, 
threw off my nightgown and moved toward the shower. 

“You'd think I was your husband of long standing,” a 
voice grumbled. 

I looked back at Hugo who was sitting in the easychair, 
reading a morning paper. The remains of pancakes and 
Sausages and a pot of coffee was on a tray near the door. 

“Poor Hugo! We'll make it one of these nights,” I 
laughed. “Order te some hot coffee and a double fruit 
juice, will you? I think you'd better add some ham and 
eggs. I haven’t eaten in a while.” 

The cold water braced me. The orange juice, ham and 
eggs, toast and black coffee fueled me for what was com- 
ing. As I ate, I considered Hugo Edmunds, 

“Heard from Fresno yet?” - 
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“Should hear any minute. What’s on your battleplan 
for today?” 

“A visit to the Valley Outlaws. I have a proposition to 
make,” 

He wanted to know more but I wasn’t about to tell 
him. He sat there and watched as J slipped into bra and 
panties, capris and blouse, with a sturdy leather belt 
about my middle. I was going motorbike riding, maybe 
for the last time. 

I blew Hugo a kiss, then got into the Camaro and 
drove to the Outlaws’ garage. Big Turk was there, with 
Pete and Spike and Baby Face. 

Without getting out of the car, I asked, “You guys 
feeling salty enough for a real hassle?” 

Big Turk scowled. “With who?” 

“Four guys I knew who hang around the Red Candle.” 

Pete whistled softly. “The same ones who make trouble 
for us? The ones who got Tommy—and Spike, later 
on—and tied into them with lead pipes?” 

I nodded. “The same ones. But this time I’m going 
with you. I fight right alongside of you. No holds barred.” 

Bit Turk spat into the dust at his feet. “What’s in it for 
you? What do you get out of it?” 

“T want a confession.” 

Baby Face changed position on his Har-Dav so that 
the saddle leather creaked under his rump. “You ain’t 
just a girl passing through. Who are you?” 

I spread my cards on the table. I showed my identity 
card and my proof. They clustered around, eyes wide. It 
was Pete who rubbed the side of his face with his hand 
and nodded. 

“I owe them bastards. So do you, Turk. We all do, be- 
cause we know they lay for us when they can. Maybe you 
didn’t know it, Eve—but those bastards gang-banged 
Nance. It’s what changed her, I guess.” 

Big Turk grunted, “I'd like to kill them.” 
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“No killing,” I pointed out. “Anything goes but that. 
Lead pipes, coshes, saps, brass knuckles, bicycle chains, 
you name it.” 

Baby Face was staring skyward. “We do this without 
worrying about the fuzz?” 

“No sweat there. I'll call the highway patrol and let 
them know enough so they’ll wink an eye and stay away 
until we tell them to come get their prisoners. We’re going 
to make citizen’s arrests.” 

“Yeah,” breathed Pete, eyes shining. 

“The other guys owe them, too. You mind if we get 
Tommy and Chubbs and Dave as well?” 

“Leave Dave Parker out of it.” 

Baby Face fastened his eyes on me. “Why?” 

“His dad owns Parker Chemicals. I think Parker 
Chemicals is polluting the lake. It would be -nice to be 
able to have a rally at the lake and go swimming there, 
wouldn’t it?” 

Nobody had to answer that one. 

We made a date to meet at nine in the evening. 

I drove back to the motel where Hugo Edmunds was 
on the phone. His hand gestured me to be quiet and sit 
down. It was the lab on the other end of the line, I gath- 
ered. Hugo hung up and grinned at me. 

“There’s no doubt about it. Extensive tests have traced 
the mercury and other waste products pollution to Parker. 
The lab is sending a man over with the report. We ought 
to have it by nightfall.” 

This fitted in perfectly with my plans. 

I checked the bullets in my Belgian Bulldog while 
Hugo watched with big eyes. I lifted the signet ring and 
flicked the beveled edge, making the tiny razor-sharp 
sickle appear. 

“What war are you volunteering for?” he asked. 

“The Valley Outlaws and I have a date to meet the 
four men who tied me up and threw me in Lake Soledad 
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with a weight tied to’my ankles. I want to make sure ’'m 
ready for the fray.” 

“Hey, now—you can’t do that!” 

I smiled at him. “It’s part of the plan, Hugo. I can’t go 
to Erasmus Parker with my guns empty. When I see him 
I’m going to be ready to fire all the barrels at the same 
time. If that doesn’t bring him to his knees—well, I'll have 
to come up with a different approach.” 

“T don’t like it,” he groused. “Maybe I'd better go with 
you.” 

“You,” I pointed out, “have to stay behind to make 
sure we get that report. Besides, you aren’t in condition to 
take part in any hassle.” : 

“fm in great shape,” he protested. 

I felt a little sorry for Hugo Edmunds. After all, P'd 
been sleeping in the same bed with him the past two or 
three nights, I'd been parading around stark naked, T'd 
dressed and undressed right out in the open where he 
couldn’t help but see I was all woman. And as far as his 
manhood went, it was in swell shape (no pun intended), 
as I'd seen more than once. 

Maybe with this in mind, I found myself saying, “You 
be a good boy, Hugo, and mamma will reward you when 
this case is over.” 

His eyes lighted up. “How about a little something on 
account, just to show good faith?” 

Hell! Why not? I had an afternoon to kill, and I don’t 
know of any better way of killing time than by proving 
my nickname of Oh Oh Sex was not lightly applied. I 
beamed a smile at Hugo.as I put my hands to the buttons 
on my blouse. 

“You up to it, Hugo?” I laughed. 

The buttons came loose, one by one. He could see my 
bra now, a Warner’s Young Thing lace and stretch set in 
Blue Vision Color. My breasts were white melons inside 
the C cups, half overflowing into the open. I pulled one of 
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the cups down so that my brown nipple popped over its 
wired rim to look at him. 

Hugo whispered, “Eve, you’re gorgeous!” 

This was a pretty good reaction, I decided. So I drew 
down the other cup and wedged both of them beneath my 
gymnomastiac goodies. Hugo was starting to pant. And 
what is vulgarly known as his ‘straight arm’ was giving my 
bare breasts a standing ovation. 

“You are in pretty good shape,” I admitted, walking 
toward him so that he could see how my breasts were 
Shaking like white jello. The bent cups beneath them 
made them jut forward boldly. “You're in no condition to 
get active, so why don’t you just let mamma do what’s 
needful.” 

He nodded dumbly, his eyes locked to my jumping 
nipples. I leaned over, put my lips to his just as his hands 
came up to clasp my dangling love jugs. His fingers were 
tender, almost worshipful. I felt a thelorthiac thrill run up 
and down my spine when he bent the nipples and rotated 
them. 

My hand went to his smooth, almost hairless chest. He 
was a distinct change from Bill Turner whose chest fo- 
liage had been thick and lush. My fingertips quivered a 
path downward past his belly to his phallatic pride. His 
gasp, as I touched him, was loud. 

“You ever made a study of sex?” I whispered. 

He shook his head, his eyes dog-like as they stared up 
into mine. I stared down at where his palms held my bare 
breasts. “I have,” I told him gently. “I’ve read about it 
and practiced it just about everywhere I’ve gone—and 
T’ve gone plenty of places on this Earth of ours.” 

His mouth was open. I raised slightly and directed my 
left nipple between his lips. His mouth caught and held 
me like that of a greedy infant. 

“I know love postures from India and from China, 
from the western world and from Persia and Japan,” I 
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went on dreamily. “Ooooooh. . . . you really send me, 
Hugo.” I drew back and thrust again, this time with my 
right breast. “Where shall we go this afternoon? To 
India? China? Or—would you rather dabble a bit in Per- 
sian pleasure gardens?” 

“Anything,” he moaned into my breast. 

“The Easterners have it all over us westerners when it 
comes to the love arts, you know. They wrap so much 
imagery around the act that sometimes you haven’t the 
faintest idea of what they’re talking about—unless you 
know the coital code. 

“For instance,” and here I ran a fingertip up and down 
his straining flesh, “the Persian love poets call this a cy- 
press tree, or a fig-tree, or even a fir tree. It’s obvious 

- phallic symbolism. But you can guess that.” 

“Wha-what do they call a woman? That is... .” 

“A woman had a rose, two-leafed, that opens to the 
thrusting of the vigorous male. Her yoni is also known as 
the primal pearl.” 

My hands were busy with the leather belt and my Ca- — 
pris as I talked above his head while he sent thrills up and 
down my spine. I felt a lassitude of body, a laziness of 
flesh, I wanted Hugo to carry the bandicooting ball. All I 
wanted to do was coach him. I pushed the Capris and 
lace panties downward. 


Hugo let go of my lolos to stare at my navel and what 
lay below it as my lower body came into view. He gave a 
little cry and put his hands on my hips, half lifting me so 
that I found myself with a knee on the arm of his chair 
and my other foot on the floor. His mouth was wet and 
warm as it roamed my flesh. 

“Did you know the Persians decorated their bathing 
rooms, both public and private, with blue and white tiles 
showing the love act? They call these tiles kashi and those 
in the Ali Qapi palace and in the Pavilion of the Forty 
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Columns were especially famous. Talk about the frescoes 
in Pompeii! Those kash had it all over them.” 

He was biting my upper thighs, moaning. 

“The earliest tiles show men with Asiatic faces because 
of the Mongol invasion. Funny how history plays a part 
in everything we do, even lovemaking, isn’t it? In the 
Safavid period, which is the fifteen hundreds to the sey- 
enteen hundreds, the men and women were more truly 
Persian, with almond eyes and moon faces. 

“There are even some men shown in western type 
clothes of the Victorian era. . . . here, let me lift this leg.” 

He got my Capris off, dropping them to the floor. I let 
the blouse slide down my arms. The only article of cloth- 
ing I had on was the brassiere, over the downpulled cups 
of which my breasts jutted. Hugo got out of the chair and 
unbelting his bathrobe, threw it and his pajamas on top of 
my Capris. 

“Have you ever heard of Ubaid-i Zakani? He was the 
Persian Pietro Aretino. I’ve read all of his writings and 
they're really terrific, Then there was Azraqi of Herat 
who, when his patron lost his powers of erection, created 
an illustrated love book and hired a boy and a girl to act 
it out while Tugan Shah looked on. His vital powers were 
at once restored. They say the Azraqi work has been de- 
stroyed, but I was privileged to see a copy in a monastery 
in Greece, where they venerate such things as part of 
mankind’s history.” 

Hugo was on his knees, kissing up and down my bare 
legs. I was not indifferent to his adoration, I was wriggling 
my hips and giving soft little cries that told him how I felt 
about his worshipful attitude. Higher climbed his lips, up 
along my thighs and then across my lower belly an inch 
above the hair line, I sure didn’t have to coach this boy 
the way I had Bill Turner; Hugo Edmunds was a born 
sensualist. His tongue played around my groin, too, while 
I shook and whimpered in delight. 
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“Do you want to try the ten postures of Azraqi?” I 
moaned, 

“Can you remember them all?” 

“T know the first, the el kirshi, which is done standing, 
belly to belly. The call it faurtre en espalier in France.” 

He stood up, rising between my thighs. This is a very 
favorite position in the Arab world, especially in the 
teeming cities of North Africa and in the by-ways of Iran. 
A veiled woman signals ayoung man tha she is willing to 
play at hazzeh with him. She retires to a narrow alleyway 
and leans her back against the wall, lifting her skirts and 
taking him standing between her thighs. If she is a mar- 
tied woman, the veil prevents anyone from recognizing 
her. If she is unmarried, what difference does it make? 

Hugo Edmunds played the game of el kirshi very well. 
His hands fitted over my buttocks and his legs practically 
supported the two of us. I was careful of his bandaged 
chest, I didn’t lean too heavily against it. By standing on 
tiptoe, I avoided aggravating the burns on his legs. 

He rose and fell like the welee of the Moslems, a male 
infected by a kind of veneral madness which sends him 
here and there in a running state until his temporary sat- 
yrism subsides. Unfortunately for the female of the spe- 
cies, the gerrebeh-shehweh, who is crazed by lust and 
runs about in her helplessness, she is shot down by any 
men who happen to have firearms on them. 

I was a little surprised at his strength. He went on and 
on, like an Arab steeped in imsak, a herb that gives one 
man the phallatic power of ten. He was lost in pleasure so 
that he didn’t hear my panted questions, wondering why 
he was so virile. y ; 

When I finally got through to him, he was shaking in 
the final paroxysms of the ‘little death’ which is what the 
French term the orgasm. He quieted, holding me close, 
kissing my bare shoulders. 

“You did it,” he said at last. “I watched you dress and 
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undress, I saw you naked, I felt you beside me in bed. 
And all the time, my need for you got more and more 
desperate.” 

It was a pretty compliment, considering the fact that 
mankind has turned to many things as aphrodiasiacs, in- 
cluding the Dyak ampalang and the French tickler to 
stimulate desire. My own pretty pelt in all its natural state 
Was just as good as Spanish Fly or the Arabic yohembin, 
I told myself. 

My widespread lips gave him a juicy kiss. 

I can kiss pretty good, too, Something came to atten- 
tion against my thighs and started getting fresh with my 
biribi, nuzzling against the blond hairs. I giggled and 
moved my thighs, passing the goody from one to the 
other. Hugo began shaking. 

“Let’s go over on the bed, honey,” I whispered to the 
tongue that was running around my lips. 

“You remember any more of those tiles?” 

“Lots of them. For a starter, suppose we try the cow 
hitch posture, or as our French friends might say it—a la 
vache.” 

I plumped knees down on the edge of the bed, bent 
down and rested my elbows and cheeks on the bedcover. 
Hugo came up behind me and bent over himself, kissing 
my buttocks. He showed a cooperative spirit, I thought. 
Then he slid into position and we were off on a round of 
oolud-poolud. This is quite a favorite position with the 
Eastern world, you see it reproduced ad infinitum in their 
erotic art works. 

After a time I figured his legs must be tired so I rolled 
away, brought him down on his back and let him lie there 
while I did the work. He was very strong, sexually speak- 
ing, enjoying that condition known as genosthenia. He lay 
there with a beautific smile on his face while I did a 
nautch dance impaled on his vit, performing the Persian 
swurd-a-bura motions of to-and-fro and up-and-down. 
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Hugo howled when he shuddered upward into kayf, 
that term in Arabic that signifies utter ecstasy. His hands 
held my breasts; they did not squeeze; rather his palms 
held the weight of my /olos, and very gently he ran his 
thumb and a fingertips over their swollen flesh. It height- 
ened his pleasure, he told me later. 

But right now, I sank down beside him. He was ex- 
hausted, he had performed valiantly, he was entitled. So T 
let him lie there, with that happy smile wreathing his face, 
and sleep. I dozed a little myself, until it grew dark 
beyond the pulled-down blinds of the motel room. 

I slid off the bed without waking him, I got my Capris 
and blouse and underthings, I slipped into them in the 
bathroom. I yanked on a pair of Joyce boots. Into my 
belt I tucked the Belgian Bulldog. I pressed the signet 
ring to make sure the knife part was in good working 
order. 

The Camaro brought me to the Outlaws’ garage. 

There were six of the Valley riders waiting for me. Big 
Turk and Baby Face, Pete and Tommy, Spike and Chubbs. 
They looked very grim, wearing black turtleneck sweaters 
and tight chinos, with brass knuckles gleaming on their 
hands. 

Big Turk growled, “We ain’t foolin’, Eve. We're here 
for serious work.” 

“So am I. We're going to get rid of those longshoremen 
once and for all.” 

Baby Face had wheeled Rog’s Triumph out for me. T 
kicked the starter, eased forward on the throttle. The 
Triumph responded beautifully. In seconds we were 
thundering along the highway. y 

We held a council of war half a mile from the Red 
Candle tavern. It was decided that I go alone into the 
place to see if our four stevedores were showing their 
faces. I would get them outside, one way or another, ani 
the Valley Outlaws would be waiting for them. : 
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We left the bikes fifty yards from the exit gate of the 
tavern parking lot and walked on foot under some trees. 
The boys waited here; I walked on. 

I saw the four of them as soon as I stepped inside the 
Red Candle. They were bellied up to the bar, shoulders 
hunched as if to shut out the rest of the world. I recog- 
nized them easily enough as the same four who had come 
into this place when Bill Turner had brought me, here. 
The one with the long black hair, the guy with the scar on 
his face, the other two nondescript tough-guy characters, 
like something out of a B grade movie. 

I sauntered across to Longhair. I drew back my boot 
and drove it forward, kicking hard at his thin-socked 
shin. He screeched and jumped a foot as I landed. My 
right hand—after I'd flicked the ring-knife open—went 
across the backside of one of the ordinary toughs. He’ 

“jumped half a foot. I hadn’t cut him, but I did peel off 
tather a large chunk of his levis’ backside so that the cut 
part hung down like the hinge flap of an old-fashioned 
pair of long johns. As he swung around and stared at me 
in disbelief, a roar of delight went up from the patrons of 
the Red Candle. 

The four stevedores were all looking at me with eyes big 
in horror. I must have seemed like a ghost to them. They 
thought me safely dead, drowned in Lake Soledad. 

“You cheap punks!” I yelled. 

The tavern quieted like magic. 

“T’m going to the cops to put in a complaint about you 
bastards. You tried to drown me. That’s attempted 
murder, I think you’re the same pugs who burned Hugo 
Edmunds in his laboratory the other day, too.” 

I turned my back and walked out. 

If that didn’t draw those four finks after me, nothing 
would. They would have to shut my mouth before letting 
me reach police headquarters. Otherwise they’d be behind 
bars before dawn. If they could silence me, they stood a 
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good chance to split up and get away before any of the 
Red Candle patrons started talking to the fuzz out of 
sheer curiosity. This was how they would reason. 

They performed right on schedule. 

I was halfway across the parking lot when they came 
out of the tavern, all by themselves. I imagine nobody in- 
side the Red Candle wanted to take a chance on getting 
his jaw broken or worse by coming out and acting as a 
witness. But'they lined the windows of the tavern, I could 
see their faces when I turned my head to glance back at 
my pursuers, , 

Their hard bootheels made sharp sounds on the park- 
ing lot asphalt as they came after me. If I'd been alone, I 
might have been more than half scared; their faces were 
hard and craggy, pitiless in the lights that rimmed the lot. 
There was death for me stamped on every feature. 

They felt sure of me. They began to call out softly in 
their whiskey-hoarse voices. “Hey, girl. Don’t run away. 
We wanta talk to ya.” 

“You think she maybe don’t like us, Red?” 

“Naw. Who could help likin’ us?” 

“Well, she might. We didn’t treat her too good last 
time.” 

“That was nothin’ to what we’re gonna do to her now. 
That was for hire. This is going to be for fun.” 

“You like that ass, Fred?” 

“And all the rest of her. Talks too much, but we'll put 
a stop to that, after we teach her manners.” 

I felt my heart increasing its slam. I hoped to hell the 
Valley Outlaws hadn’t chickened out on me. I could han- 
dle the Outlaws, they were kids for the most part, but 
these tough punks were something else again. Four 
against one was too much odds. 

I walked on past the last car toward the trees, For a 
moment their bootheels slowed; they were getting suspi- 
cious, I told myself. But I didn’t figure on their vanity, 
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their confidence in their own muscles. They thought I was 
going to try to hide from them in the woods. 

“Lady, you ain’t got a prayer. Them woods ain’t big 
enough.” 

I started to run. 

They came after me, silent as running wolves. I didn’t 
have to look behind me to know the cruel glitter of their 
eyes, the lust and sadism in their hearts. They would tear 
my clothes off and rape me to unconsciousness, wait for 
me to recover my senses, have another go at me. Then 
they'd take me somewhere to kill me slowly at their 
pleasure. 

My eyes went this way and that among the trees. 

I didn’t see anything but leaves and treeboles as I ran. I 
felt a sinking sensation catch me in the pit of the belly. 
The four finks were almost on top of me. They were run- 
ning fast, now. 

My boot hit something. I fell forward. Scarface yelped, 
“We got her!” ~ 

Where were the Valley Outlaws? 
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Chapter 9 


I swung around on my back, lashed out with a foot at 
Longhair, catching him in the crotch with the bootheel. 
He grunted and gasped just as the other three fastened 
hands in my blouse and yanked. 

As if I were a rag doll, I came up off the asphalt. But I 
came spitting and scratching like an angry cat. I caught 
one guy across the nose with the edge of a hand, the other 
I ripped down a cheek with my fingernails. I couldn’t get 
to my Belgian Bulldog, but I still had the ring-knife. 

Then the. night exploded. 

Upward out of the bushes and from behind treeboles 
came the Valley Outlaws, snarling and savage. They were 
black wraiths with brass knuckles gleaming on their fists 
as those fists swung with unerring precision. I winced as I 
heard a couple of them land against jaws and foreheads 
with dull, sickening thuds. 

Longhair wailed, shaking, as he rolled before Baby 
Face whose left and right fist pounded and drove into his 
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+ belly and face. Back went Longhair, back and back, 
barely able to stand on his feet. 

“This is for Nance! And Spike! And Tommy!” 

The words were being chanted almost like a song, I re- 
alized, because Big Turk was pounding on Scarface and 
Pete and Tommy were working on one of the others, 
while Spike and Chubbs had the fourth man all to them- 
selves, Already he was so sick with pain from their blows 
that all he could do was double up and whimper. 

I was shaking like crazy. 

I didn’t want anybody killed. I tried to talk but my 
mouth was so dry, no sound came out. I just stood there 
and watched Longhair fall to the ground with Baby Face 
atop him, driving his fists into his unprotected face. Big 
Turk had pushed Scarface against a treebole where he 
nailed him with punishing blows. 

“Hey!” I finally bleated. 

Nobody paid me any attention. They just went on re- 
lieving all the long months of frustration and submission, 
letting the fear and the hatred come out and talk for them 
with every blow. This was for beating up Tommy! That 
settled things for Spike! And this and that and another 
paid for Nance Evarts and what they had done to her. 

Thad to get down on my knees and fight Baby Face to 
get him off the unconscious Longhair. Then I made Baby 
Face tackle Big Turk while I grabbed at Pete and 
Tommy, Spike and Chubbs, dragging them away from their 
victims. 

I panted when the job was done. “You'd have killed 
them, you idiots! We don’t want them dead.” 

“Deserve to die,” sobbed Big Turk. 

“Maybe they do, but you don’t deserve to spend time 
behind bars nor it. You want to be out in the open coun- 
try on your machines, don’t you? Screaming through at 
eighty miles an hour? All right, then relax.” 

I went over to Scarface whose spine was against the 
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bole of the tree where Big Turk had been hammering 
him. I grabbed his hair, jerked his head back and slapped 
-his face half a dozen times. He opened his eyes, stared up 
at me. 

“You talk, you won’t get any more,” I told him. 

He groaned in agony. They who live by the sword, I 
thought, sure as hell perish by it. His broken, swollen lips 
opened. 

“Wha’ you wan’ a know?” 

“Who hired you to beat up those scientists and set fire 
to the lab with Hugo Edmunds in it?” 

“*Rasmus Parker.” 

“And me? Who hired you to drown me?” 

“Dave Parker.” 

I felt Big Turk and Baby Face stiffen alongside me. Big 
Turk asked harshly, “Why’d Dave want to do that?” 

“Because I saw him run down that Turner boy and 
then take off like a bat out of hell, that’s why. There’s a 
hit and run charge against him, Turk—once I can get to a 
desk sergeant and make the complaint.” 

I looked down at Scarface. “Okay, on your feet, on 
your feet. You're going down to the nearest highway pa- 
trol headquarters and sign affidavits, telling the whole 
damn world about what you did for Erasmus Parker.” 

We made them walk while we eased bikes along behind 
them. When they finally reached the greystone and glass 
headquarters of the Highway Patrol, they were ready to 
collapse. It was long past midnight. 

It took another couple of hours before I could type up 
their affidavits and have them witnessed by a patrolman ~ 
and the entire bunch of Valley Outlaws. Then they were 
thrown into cells. 

I glanced down at my Movado. Quarter to five in the 
Am. Too late in the night or too early in the day, how- 
ever you wanted to look at it, to go visiting the Parkers, 
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Still, word of what had happened in Soledad might have 
reached the boss-man’s ears via a telephone call. 

My foot kicked the Triumph to fresh life. 

“Where to now?” asked Baby Face. 

“The Parkers.” 

“Tm coming along.” 

“No, you're not. I’m on government duty, I have an 
excuse. I appreciate it, hon—but from now on, I’ve got to 
do this by my lonesome.” 

I roared off down the highway, armed with the knowl- 
edge that we had Erasmus Parker right where we wanted 
him, pinned to a long prison sentence like a butterfly to a 
piece of cardboard, The Fresno lab reports, the affidavits 
in the hands of the police, were backing up my play. I did 
not need them in my pocket, they were just as potent with 
Hugo Edmunds and the police. 

I tooled the Triumph through the gateway to the Park- 
er estate and up the graveled drive. It was almost six in 
the morning; the sun was tinting the world red and pink- 
ish pearl, and the air was sweet, filled with the scents of 
rosebushes that framed the long driveway. 

Out of sight of the house, I parked the bike in the 
shadow of a tree. My boots beat a path to the front door. 

I rang the doorbell. Several times. 

When a half-dressed butler finally opened the door, he 
stared me up and down in disbelief and was about to slam 
the door in my face when I said, “You go tell Dave Park- 
er a dead girl is at the door, and if he doesn’t want to go 
to jail he’d better make time downstairs to see me.” 

The butler hesitiated, he did not believe me, yet some- 
thing in my manner told him I wasn’t just exercising my 
tongue muscles. He nodded shortly and undid the chain- 
lock. I stepped inside. 

“Tl fetch Master David at once,” he said. 

He went up the big curving staircase at double time. I 
heard voices from the second floor, and then a door 
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slammed. In less than five minutes Dave Parker was com- 
ing down the staircase, wearing slacks and sport shirt and 
loking the same way these four longshoremen had some 
hours before, as if he were seeing a ghost. 

“Wha—what do you want?” 

“I ought to belt you in the chops for starters,” I said 
pleasantly. “But I'd rather see you sweat in court, buster. 
You hit the Turner boy with your chopper and you ran 
off. I saw you. You know I saw you. That’s why you kept 
away from me whenever we were together with the Out- 
laws. You were afraid I might remember.” 

I pointed at his right ankle where a silver slave bracelet 
glittered. That’s what I saw, the day you hit Billy. It made 
a bright metallic flash in the sunlight. I didn’t recognize it 
until the other day when you had it on outside your Big 
John boot. Now—where’s your dad?” 

Dave was leaning against the stair banister, his face 
white and pinched. For a moment, I thought he was going 
to puke. He reached down inside himself and caught hold 
of what little nerve he had left. 

“Why do you want my father?” he got out. 

T heard footsteps on the staircase. A man came around 
the bend, tying the sash of a dressing gown around his 
middle. He was in pajamas and slippers. He was tall, lean, 
what you might call the older sportsman type. A military 
mustache and crewcut made him seem like a Prussian 
general on holiday. 

“T’'d like to know the answer to that myself,” Erasmus 
Parker snapped. His cold blue eyes studied me, weighed 
me and dismissed me as of no account. 

I smiled at him. 

“Cavalry,” I said softly. “Cavalry brings the rough- 
house boys, doesn’t it, Parker? To beat up innocent sci- 
entists doing their jobs, to set fire to another man trying 
to earn his living.” 

Parker put a hand on the polished handrail. His 
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healthy tan faded before the white pallor of his face as 
shock hit him hard. “You—you d-don’t know wha-what 
you’re saying.” 

“Oh, but I do. And I have affidavits to prove it. From 
the cavalry itself, those four toughs you hired to do your 
dirty work for you. The same boys your son called up to 
get rid of me by drowning.” 

Parker senior shot a glance at Parker junior who was 
looking twice as sick as his old man. The father waved a 
hand vaguely toward one of the open double doors on 
either side of the main hallway. 

“In there—please,” he breathed. 

T walked into a room out of House and Garden. A red 
rug ran all around the huge room, there were gilt decora- 
tions framing pictures of nude ladies and cherubs on the 
walls and ceiling; gigantic sofas and divans were set 
against the lower walls, and a table made of mahogany 
and bronze dominated the middle of the room. There was 
a marble bust or two—I recognized a pretty famous one, 
the head and shoulders of the Emperor Hadrian—and a 
glass cabinet filled with what looked to be genuine’ Rock- 
ingham china and Meissen porcelains. 

Erasmus Parker closed the big double doors behind 
him, then turned and stood with his back to them. There 
was pain on his tired features, and a raging pride. 

“I understand you have been to the police? That you 
have affidavits from those—ah—tough characters who 
inhabit the Red Candle tavern after dark?” 

“I do indeed. The police have the affidavits.” 

He smiled wryly. “Then you aren’t here to get money. 
Too bad. I would have paid a lot to gain a few more 
months of grace.” 

He came across the room and sank down into an easy- 
chair, He leaned his head back against the cushioned 
headrest. “Just a few more months . . . and it would be 
done. A few months out of a lifetime. . . .” 
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He opened his eyes, glanced: at me. “You want to hear 
all about it, don’t you? I’ve been hearing things about a 
pretty blond lady who’s come into town and made a name 
for herself.” 

“Pm with the League of Undercover Spies and Terrot- 
ists,” I said gently. “It was my job to find out why Lake 
Soledad was being polluted and who beat up the two sci- 
entists taking samples.” 

“And now you know.” 

“I know Parker Chemicals is guilty, though as I've 
heard, the polluting waste products are dumped into a 
hole in the ground—set with thick tile walls.” 

“Parker Chemicals stands on what used to be an oil re- 
finery, years back. When they built it they built an under- 
ground drainage system, a series of enamel-lined pipes 
and conduits leading into the lake, below the surface. 
There was no ecology and pollution hullaballoo in those 
days, but the owners thought it would look more sightly 
not to disturb the scenic beauties of the lake shore.” 

“While they poisoned its waters.” 

He nodded slowly. “I used the same facilities for our 
wastes, pumping them into the hole in the ground, as you 
call it. From that hole, these waste products are fed 
along the network of underground pipes into the lake out 
of sight of anything but the fishes.” : 

“Dead fishes, by this time.” 

“Yes, I think that if I'd realized the problems I was 
going to face, ’'d have installed proper pollution devices 
before tackling the job.” He waved a hand in front of his 
eyes as if brushing away a bothersome fly. “But few peo- 
ple are that foresighted. I was not. 

“J think I'll have to suspend operations to install those 
proper devices now.” His eyes asked me a question. 

My shoulders shrugged. “I'm no lawyer, I can’t advise 
you. But I’d say, yes. Lake Soledad is very beautiful. If 
we can prevent its further contamination, pour in chemi- 
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cals and such to clean it, restock it with fish, it can be the 
Paradise it once was. 

“Don’t knock it, Mr. Parker. The United States is a 
great country, a once-beautiful country. It can be that 
way again if we all get behind the ecologists and make 
business conform to the proper standards. With American 
know-how and ingenuity, we can put beer in something 
other than aluminum cans which won’t rust, bury poison- 
ous waste products deep underground, curb automobile 
fumes with some sort of filter. 

“We have to do it. Or we’re all going to commit suicide 
on a global scale. That’s how much I believe in the 
danger.” 

His hand waved in the air again. 

“Yes, yes. I know all that. I believe in it, too. I really 
do. But—the old American values—the fast buck, the 
business opportunity taken advantage off—got in my way. 
You see, I have a time limit on my contract. Finish the 
job in a certain time and I get a big bonus. That’s why, 
even after the first scientist was—ah—roughed up, I still 
thought I could pull it out. Even the second man didn’t 
make me see sense.” 

“What about Hugo Edmunds being burned to death? I 
suppose that wouldn’t have bothered you, either?” 

“J didn’t mean for it to go that far. Just burn his equip- 
ment, I told those four men. The rest they did on their 
own.” ‘ 

I said, “There'll be a hit and run charge against your 
son, you know. I’m bringing the charge, not the boy’s fa-, 
ther, who works for you. He doesn’t know anything about 
it. Whether he’ll want to file a civil suit for damages isn’t 
in my hands. He may not.” 

Erasmus Parker nodded. “I'll have my lawyers get in 
touch with him. He won’t have to sue. I'll see that the boy 
is taken care of,” 

“Well, maybe the judge’ll go easy on Dave.” 
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I moved away from the table where I'd been standing. 
“TJ guess that’s about all, there-isn’t anything else.” 

I felt sorry for Erasmus Parker, in a sense. He wasn’t 
guilty of anything most American businessmen weren't 
guilty of in our profit-oriented society. What he’d done 
wrong was hire muscle to knock other men about in the 
hopes that the world would close its eyes to what was 
going on. Maybe this was a good sign, my coming here; 
maybe the world was. fed up with closing its eyes. The 
rights of too many people—all the people, actually—are 
involved in environment pollution. Lake Soledad was just 
one example. 

I walked out into the sunshine. 
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